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prove ſufficiently, that our Tong is able in 
that kynde to dooe as prayſe worthely as the 
reſt, the Honorable Style of the Noble Earle 
of Surrey, and the weightineſſe of the deep 
witted Syr Thomas Wyat the Elders verſe, 
with ſeveral graces in ſundry good Engliſh 
Writers, doe ſhew abundantly. It refleth nowe 
(gentle Reader) that thou thynke it not evil 
done, to publyſb to the Honour of the Englyſh 
Tong, and for the profit of the Studiouſe of 
Englyſh Eloquence, thoſe woorkes whiche the 
ungentle borders up of ſuche treaſure, have bere- 
tofore envyed thee; and for this point (good 
Reader) thyue owne frofite and pleaſure in 
 thefe preſently, and in mo hereafter ſhall aun- 
| Fuere for my defence. If perhappes ſome myſ+ 

s YO He 


yl the Statelineſſe of Style removed from the 
rude Skyll of common Eares: I ask helpe of 
the learned to defende thyre learned Frend the 
Authore of this woorke, and ] exhorte the un- 
leamed by reading to learne to be more All- 
V and to purge that Swinelite groſſe 
thar maketh the ſweet Maſeroine not to ſmell 
60 rheyr delight. 


A 


4, 


wo AR 8 N AI C114 4 

/ \ — < Y 
= ee r Wy F> 
4 1 / * (3 - — 


NN S "OY 
ee = 5 
— = >= N A) | — 


D : A \ } J 
n ASIA NESS 
5 Y L £0 N 7 U I — "MM ) fl * r 
ö D — — 77 - Px ——— . 
o — . U 8 . 7 1 Y RN — Ives — 


IT] is expected by Readers that, when 
any valuable Pieces are revived, there 
ſhould be ſome Account given both 
$25! of them, and the Author. In com- 
| pliance with this juſtifiable Curioſity, 
I have at the requeſt of a Friend, drawn toge- 
ther theſe few Memoirs from parts of Hiſtory; 
wherein they are ſcattered, in hopes to give as 
good a Picture, as diſtance of Time will allow, 
of this noble Perſon, whoſe Name. ought never 
to be forgotten by a Soldier or a Poet. 
Henry Karl of Surrey, was eldeſt Son of Tho- 
mar, Third Duke of Norfs/k, the Father and the 
Son being both famous for many martial At- 
chievements, and commanding together in 
great, and memorable Battels. But as the 
dubject we have undertaken relates only to the 
Son, we induſtriouſſy omit recounting any 
Actions of his Father, unleſs thoſe wherein 
he was jointly concerned. The preciſe time 
of his Birth does not appear in any of the 
Books we have conſulted, but in all probabt- 
Itty was about the Year 1520, he being educa- 
ted with Henry Fitz-roy a natural Son of King 
Henry the Eighth, who was born about that 
time. King Heury bore a particular Fondneſs 
A 4 | to 
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3 A promiſing Genius, no body ſo pro- 
1 . de the Companion of his younger 
if „ as this Nobleman, whoſe Hiſtory we 
ice. This Son of the King's was created in 
ls Infancy Earl of Richmond, with the addition 
of large Poſſeſſions, and other Honours from 
his Father; and, as Lelaud informs us, had a 
— — turned to Martial Affairs, was Maſter 
f the Languages, and had an excellent Taſte 
in polite Literature, all which were no doubt 
. not a little improved by the mutual intercourſe, 
| and emulation between him and his noble Com- 
panion. The Place of their Studies and Diver- 
ſions at home was that agreeable Seat of Ma- 
jeſty, and the Muſes, Miudſor-Caſtle, which is 
the Scene of many of the following Poems on 
his Miſtreſs, both which he PT mentions: 
in one Elegy | 8 L 
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Thoſe large green Courts where We were wen ; 

| 1 70 50D 7 

= With Eyes caſt up unto the Maiden Tower, 8 
= #ith ay e Sighes, Ne 4s Men araw i in Love. : 


And again, 
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MEMOTRS. ix 


Here it was that they laid the firft Foun- 
dation of Improvements becoming their 
Birth, and of a Friendſhip virtuouſly cement- 
ed from an honeſt Rivalſhip in the Arts and 
Sciences: Thus they bloomed and ſhot for- 


ward together, till the Faſhion of the Times, 
and the deſire of farther Knowledge tranſplant- 
ed them to France, where they jointly pur- 
ſſued at Paris thoſe Studies and Recreations 
they firſt cultivated in England. In ſhort, 


ſuch an affection grew between theſe Noble 
Vouths, that to make the Tie of Amity ſtill 
ſtronger, the Duke of Richmond at their Re- 
turn from their Travels marry'd his Fier the 
Lady Mary. But this happy Union did not laſt 


long, for the Dube died ſoon after at the 
Age of Seventeen, leaving both his Wife and 
his Friend true Mourners for his untimely 
Death, which had it been prevented, the 


latter probably had never fell a Sacrifice to 


the Fury of the King his Father. 
After the Death of his Friend, he ſeems. 
to have turned his Thoughts moſtly to the 
XZ Bulineſs of the Field, where he diſtinguiſhed 


XZ himſelf by a ſuperiour Courage and Conduct. 
He was in almoſt all the great Actions of Xin 


Henrys Reign; and particularly commanded ar” 
the famous Battle of Hodden Field, at which he. 
gave ſuch extraordinary Proofs of. his Gallap- 
try, that he was ſoon after created Ear] of 
Furrey. His firſt Misfortune in martial Affairs 
happened when he was Commander at Bau- 
X 7ogne, where endeavouring to intercept a 
3 e French 
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French Convoy; he was worſted; the Piſgrace 


of which he foon after recovered by reveng- 


ing it in many Parties and Skirmiſhes in which. 


he had always the Advantage of the Enemy. 
However this firft unfortunate Action was, 


or at leafſt was pretended to be, the Cauſe 


that firſt ' flung him from the King's good 
Graces, which according to the temper of 
that Monarch, (with whom few or none that 


ever had experienced his Frown, ever en- 


joyed his Smiles again) loſt him in his E- 
ſteem. In ſhort, not to run thro? the whole of 


the Story, the Earl of Surrey, upon a very fri- 


volous Pretext of having been guilty of: Trea- 


fon, was after all his Services to his Prince 
and Country, left to the Tryal of a com- 
mon jury, who in compliance with the Kzng's 


Paſſions, brought him in Guilty, and he was 


ſoon after 'beheaded on Touer-Hill. The. 


Accuſation was only his ſaying that the Xing 
was ill afviſed, and the quartering certain Roy- 
al Arms with his own, which he proved by 
the Heralds to belong to his own Family. 
His Father eſcaped the ſame Fate by the 
haſly Death of the King, which his Son ſub- 
mitted to with an undaunred Courage and 
Reſolution. My Lord Herbert gives the 
following Account of his Behaviour, not a little 


10 his Advantage. | 
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MEMOIRS xo. 
Sometimes denying their Accuſations as falſe, 
and together weakning the Credit of his 
'Adverſaries; ſometimes interpreting, the 


Words he ſaid, in a far other Senfe than 


that in which they were repreſented. For 
t the Point of bearing his Arms (among which 


thoſe of Edward the Confefſor are rela- 
ted) he alledg*d he had the Opinion of He- 


= ralds therein. And finally, when a Witneſs 


was brought againſt him viva voce, who pre- 
tended to repeat ſome high Words of the 


Earl's by way of diſcourſe, which concerned” 


him nearly; and that thereupon the ſaid Wit- 
neſs ſnould rerurii a braving Anſwer; the 
Earl replyed no otherwiſe to the Jury than 
That he left it to them to judge, whether 
it were probable that this Man ſhould ſpeak 
thus to the Zar of Jurrey, and he not ſtrike 
him again. In Concluſion, he pleaded not 
guilty; but the Jury (which was a common 
Inqueſt, not of the Peers, becauſe the Earl 
was no Parliamentary Lord) condemned him; 
whereupon alſo Judgement of Death was gi- 
ven, and he beheaded on Tower- Hill, auu- 
ary the 19th, 1547. And thus ended the Earl, 
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his Compoſitions ſhew. 


This noble Earl was married to Frances 


Daughter to John Earl of Oxford, by whom 


he left two Sons, Ti amas and Henry; and three 


XZ Weſtmoreland, Margaret to Henry Lord Scroop 
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ng 
— 
"+, 


2 * 8 . "Re 45 
8 A Sy 1 f * 22 
„ 3 *% g 2 & 2p I de 
"OM of * 1 2 2 Xe mL AA 


a Man learned, and of an excellent Wit, as - 


Daughters, Jane married to Charles Earl of 


8 NME MHM OI RXV. 

of Bolton, and ( at herine to Heury Lord 1 
Berkley. Which laſt Henry was reſtored in 
Blood, in the iſt of Elizabeth, with his three XK 
Sifters, as was his elder Brother in the firſt of 
Queen Ma wa X 


We think it 3 to deduce a ad ; 
Account of his Deſcendants, it being more 
to our Purpoſe to ſpeak of him as a Poet, and 
the Lady who was the Object of his Paſſion. 
Poe the Occaſion of wa af. * ens '® 
ON ms. | 8 


In all "cobabilie his fr Attempts i in Poetry BY 
were made at the proper time to be ſucceſs- . ® 
full in Love-Compoſitions,. in the heat of his 
Youth, and the vigour, of his Fancy. The 
Lady to whom he addreſſed them was of the 
ce to Queen Catherine, and the 
moſt celebrated Beauty of her Time; ber 
Name was Geraldine, whoſe Family originall7ß 
came from Florence, and was tranſplanted in- 5 
to Ireland, where ſhe was born. This 4s, ** 1 
timated i in a Poem, of the 3 


Fw Thſcan's came y Ladies worthy 3 
Fair Florence was ſometimes her ancient ſeat, 
The Weſtern Ifle, whoſe pleaſant ſhore does fade 
Wild Camber” S Crafts, did et her lively bear." 


It is uncertain 8 N "bis Paſſion. 3 
bis 5 obtained, but Mr. Draytou u 
| mal 8 


Reader. He was intimate with Sir Thomas 


Fraries, who were far the beſt Judges and Poets 
- Rof thoſe Days. And as for thoſe who ſucceeded 
him, if it is a true Obſervation that thoſe who 

deſerve beſt themſelves are the forwardeſt 
co do Juſtice to others, there was hardly a 


Poet of Note ſince this Nobleman's time, 


ho has not pay'd ſome Reſpect to his Me- 


I 

ſelf were a ſufficient Honour, where he re 
counts thoſe few of our own Nation, who 
| Fad written, as he ſpeaks, with Poetical 


Sinews, takes Notice, That in the Ear. 


of Surrey's Lyrics there were many things 
I taſting of a noble Birth, and worthy of a 
noble Mind. And afterwards by finding 
fault with the bare Rhimers of the Age, who 


e gives a backward glance to our Author, 
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the feeble help, as Sir Philip ſays, of one 
flame Verſe begetting another. | 
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at and Sir Francis Brian his Contempo- 


ory. Sir Philip Sydney, whoſe Praiſe it 


ho lay'd down no Plan in their Poems, 
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—_  MEMOURS. 1 
To come lower; Mr. Drayton in his i 
orical Epiſtles written in Imitation of Ovid's, Þ 

. ſingles him out as his Favourite, and has in- 3 


dited one in his Name tohis Lady Geraldine] 


There are a great many Beauties, as well as b 
a good ſhare of Antiquity in this Letter, 


and were I to judge, 1 ſhould allow it the 


firſt Place in his Compoſitions. I cannot 4 
forbearing repeating thoſe fine Verſes he 
puts in his. Mouth in honour of the Muſes, 4 


a Subject frequently touched by the Zaun 
Poets, but more excellently here. 


When Heav'n would ſirive to do the be 1 


Cat, 


And put an Angel's Spirit into Man, © 3 
The utmoſt Power it hath, it then doth ſend, 1 

| When to the World a Poet it doth intend. E.”. 
That little difference 'twixt the Gods and us 


(By them confirm d) diftinguiſh'd only thus. 
Whom they im Birth oraain to happy days, 


We likewiſe ſhare a ſecond Power by Death. 


When time ſhall turn thoſe $f Kg Locks 1 1 


Eray. 


* Verſe ain Jhall gild, and make. hen | 


ay, 
And trick them up in knotted Curles anew, 
And to thy Autumne give a Summer” Sue; | 
That ſacred Power that in my Ink remains, 


The Gods commit their Glory to our Praiſe. ; 3 | 
Deternal Life when they diſſolve their Breath 


Shull put freſb Blood into thy wither; 4 Veins. 
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It were eaſy to ſnew how theſe Lines, with 
A Ee der d have been imitatad, 


turned and worked twenty ways by Lee, 


9 Dryden, and others; but that Buſineſs is not 


of this time, and ſo we muſt purſue our Subject. 

Beſide Mr. Drayton, who has :drawn his 
Picture at length, Mir. Dryden has acoiden- 
"rally mentioned him in many of his Writings. 
Of later Days Mr. Pope in his Windſor Ho- 
reſt, has artfully apply'd his Praiſes to the 
preſent Lord Land/down. 


Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred Rage, 

Surrey the Granvile of a former Age. 
Matchleſs his Pen, viftorions was his Launce, 
Bold in the Liſis, and graceful in the Dance. | 
In the ſame Shades the Cupids tun d his Lyre, 
To.the ſame Notes of Love and ſoft Deſire. 

Fair Geraldine bright Object of his Vow, - 
Then fil'd the Groves, as heavenly Mira now. 


[ſhall cloſe this Account with Mr. Fenton, who 
in his late ingenious Poems has done the ſame 
honour to this Name, tho' I cannot agree with 
him in the laſt Line, for there is very little 
Obſcurity in his Language,» and indeed leſs 
than in the Poets. who ſucceeded him, and 


WHO are at preſent admired.---Butto the Ver- 
SS. Es | 


| Chaucer had all that Beauty could inſpire, 
And Surrey's Numbers glow'd with warm Deſire 
_ | Both 
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Both now are priz'd by few, unknown to mo, 


Becauſe the Thoughts, are in the Language loft. 


Excited by theſe frequent Praiſes of ' this 
Noble Earl, the Bookſellers firſt undertook to 
revive his Memory among us by this new Edi- 
tion of his Poems, which, if it have but the 
good Fortune to pleaſe, they ſhall be en- 
couraged to proceed in publiſhing many other 
curious Pieces, which they have now ready 
collected for the Preſs. 
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| Sute to bis Lady, to rue 
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und once agayne begynnes theyr eruelneſſe, 
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ynce I have hyd under my Breſt the harme, 


- 


hat never ſhall recover healthfuldeſſe; | 
"he Wynters hurt recovers with the warme; Fa: 
he parched Grene reſtoted is with Shade ; 
Vhat warmth, alas! may ſerve for to dyſarme 
The froſen hart that myne inflame hath made? 


hat colde agayne is abe to reſtore 3 
I fade,” | 
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Ay freſh grene Yeares, that wither thus and 
as! Iſce nothing has hurt ſo ſore 
Put tyme, in tyme reduceth à teturne: 

n tyme my harme encreaſgth more and more 
And ſeemes to have my cure allwayes in Scörne; 
trange kindes of Dea „in Lyfe that I doe trye 

u hand go melt, farre of in flame to burne ; 
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2 SONGES and SONETTES. 
And lyke as tyme lyſt to my cure applye, Þ 
So doth eche Ince my can — refuſe. BN 
All things alive, that ſeeth the heavens with eye, ), 
. With cloke of night may cover and excuſe = 
It ſelf from travayle of the days unreſt, M 
Save I, alas! againſt all others nſſ ' , 
That then Styrre up the tormentes of my breaſte - © 
And curſe eche Starre as cauſer of my fate: 2 
And when the Sun hath eke che darke oppreſt, 
And brought the day, it doth nothing abate 
The travayles of myng-qadleſsſmarte and payne: 


=. 4 
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« * 


For then as one as hathjthe light in hate, 
I wiſh for night more covertly to playne 
And me withdrawe from every haunted place, 
LCLeſt by my chere my chaunce appeare to playne, 
To ſeeke the place where I my ſelf had loſt, ; 
And in my Mynde I meaſure pace by pace. I 
That Day that I was tangled in the Lace, _ 
In ſemyng ſlacke that knitted ever moſt 3 - + 
But never yet the Travayll of my thought Ar 
Of better ſtate, could catche a cauſe to boſ t: 
For if I founde ſometime that I have ſought, _ 
Thoſe Steires by whom I truſted of the port, 
My Sayles. do, fall, and I advaunce right nought, 


wb 4 


As ankred faſt, my Sprites do all reſort | 

To ſtand agazed, and link in more and more 
The deadly harme which ſhe doth take in ſport 
Lo! if I ſeek, how I do find my ſorel! 
And if I flee, I.cary with me ſtyll | —_— 


The venomed ſhaft which doth hys force reſtore 1 * 


2 8 


#.- 3 4 * FIR 


By haſt of flight, and I may plague my fill 
Unto my elf, unleſs this _— Song 
Print in your hart ſome parcell of my te =_ 
For I alas! in filence all too long x 
Of myne olde hurt, yet feele the wound hut grene: in 


* 5 : 
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Rue pn my Lyfe, or elſe your cruel wronge 
Shall well appeare, and by my Death be ſene. 
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L | of Spring, whotjn eche an. ronewer, 
# | eus on: the Lover. nr rh 


| He bote ſeaſon that bud, and ee uten 
4 ringes, 

> ith grene hath cladde the byll, and eke the "9s. 9 

3 The Nightingall with fethers new ſhe 8 3 4 

he turtle too her mate hath told her x 1 RN 

1 Somer is come, for every ſpray now ſpringes. A 

3 The hart hath hung hys "Side head,on the 1 Bay 

4 The bucke in brake his winter coate he prong DE ns 

The fiſhes flete with newe rep ehr red ſcale: 

The adder all her ſlough away ſhe flynges; _ 

The ſwift ſwallow püffderk the flyes malic, 11 

The buſy bee her honey how ſhemynges ; 

Pinter is worne that was the floures ball. 

Ind thus I ſee among theſe pleaſant thynges 

che care ä and * my ſorrow ſprynges 


7.0 ripeion of the , ate of a a Lover. 


&= n youth had leg me halfe the race, 

x hat Cupides ſcourge had made me. bine; 

4 Hole back to Bett the place, 

"= rom whence m weary courle -begunne ; „ $ 

4 Ind then J faw 1 my deſyre VV 
3 Hopi me had led the waye, r 


d made me loſe a better prey. | 
Pr when in ſighes I ſpent t e day; _ vb 
Ind could not clgake my Grief with . 3 
| 3 The boyling ſake. dyd till bewray, 

I The preſent heate of ſecret flame: 1 
1 Id when ſalt teares dd bayne my breaſt, 

WF here love his pleaſent traynes hath ſoweti; 
er beauty hath the fruytes oppreſt; 

Wc that the buddes Were 10 pronge and blowne⸗ 

2 


And 


4 1 wh eyne to greedy of theyre Ry Fae” . 
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And when myne eyen dyd ſtil] purſue, 
The flying chaſe of theyre requeſt ; 
Theyre greedy looks dyd oft renew, 
The hydden wounde within my breſte. 
When every loke theſe cheekes might Rayne, 
From dedly pale to glowing red; 
Buy outward ſignes appeare ebe 
To her for helpe my hart was fleet. 
= all to late Love learneth me, . 1 
To bine all kynd of Colours new; 8 
lynd theyre eyes that elſe ſhould ſec 
Me ſpeckled chekes with cupids hew. 
And now the covert breſt I clame, 


That worſhit Cupide ſecretely ; 


And nouriſhed hys ſacred flame, Rf . .- 
From whence no Pacing, l do fe. 


een of the fickle Aﬀeflions, IB} and 
7 laiguses: of Love. 


| ah 4 
Uch wayward wayes hath Live, that mor. Part - 1 
| iſcord 


Our willes do ſtand, whereby our hartes but ſeldom do 3 


(accord : 
Decyre i is hys delighte, and to begy le and mocke _ 


The ſimple hartes who he TH k like with toward 8 
b (divers ſtroke. 1 


| He cauſeth th one td rage with golden burning Darte, 


And doth alay with Leaden cold Aan, the others han 6 | 
Whoſe gleames of burning fyre and e e of flame, 7 


In balance of unequat weyght he pondereth by ame 


From eaſye ford where I myghte wade and Ly aſs fall "wt, | 


He me withdrawes and doth me drive, into a 
And me witholdes where I am calde and offred place, 


CPE dark hell. 5 2 


And willes me that my mortal foe I do beſeke of Grace; 4 74 


He lettes me to purſue a conqueſt welnere wonne 4 4 
| To follow "Ie my PO, were loſt, ere that my me 1 


SONGES ad SONETTES, 5 
So by this means I know how ſoon a hart may turne 
From warre to peace, from truce to ſtryfe, and ſo agayne 
- 1 (returne. 
I know how to content my ſelf in others Luſt, 
Of little ſtuffe unto my ſelf to weave a webbe of truſt : 
And how to hyde my harmes with ſole 9 
=, . „ 7 | ene 
Fhan in my face the painted thoughtes wou'd outwardly 
J.. 3 (appeare. 
knouv how that the bloud forſakes the face for dred, 
And how by ſhame it ſtaynes agayne the Chekes with 
1 (flamyng red: 
know under the Grene, the Serpęnt how he lurkes: 
The hammer of the reſtleſs forge J wote eke how it 
Ei 5 5 (workes. 
I know and can by roate the tale that I woulde tell 
But ofte the yoordes come fourth awrye of him that 
. —= | 1 5 d.̃loveth well. 
know in heate and colde the Lover how he ſhakes, 
In ſyngeing how he doth complayne, in ſkeping — 
7 | | es 7 : - © (wakes | 
in To languiſh without ache, ſickeleſſe for to a | 
rd ¶ thouſand thynges for to devyſe, reſolvynge of his fume ; 
do And though he lyſte to ſee his Ladyes Grace full ſore 
4; Such pleaſures as delyght hys Eye, do not His helthe 
=, = |. (reſtore. 


rd know to ſeke the trafte of my deſyred foe, | 
ce, Ind fere to fynde that I do ſeek, bur chiefly this I know, 
That Lovers muſt tranfourme into the thynge beloved, 
te, Ind live (alas! who would believe?) with ſprite from 
67. ER (Lyfe removed, 
2X «nowe in harty ſighes and laughters of the ſpleene, 
11, At once to chaunge my ſtate, my will, and eke my co- 
= |  _.___ (lourclene. 
I know how to deceyve my ſelf wythe others helpe, 
e; And how the Lyon chaſtiſed is, by N 5 2 | 
=. . 2 
te In 15 nere the fyre, Tknow how that I freaſe; 
Fare of J burne, in bothe I waſte, and ſo my Ly I 
| | | ; leeſe. 


We | | 
80 = | | | B I know ?2s 
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4 


T know how Love doth rage upon a yeylding mynde, 


How ſmalle a Nete may take and maſe a harte of gentle 1 


(ky nde: 

Or elſe with, ſeldom ſwete to ſeaſon hepes of 
Revived with a glympſe of Grace old ſorrowes to let fall. 
8 he * ee traynes I know; and ſecret ſnares of Love, 


oone a loke will PEE a thoughte that never may 3 


(remove. 
The ſly pper ſtate I know, the ſodein turnes from welthe 


The doubtfull bope, the certaine wooe, and ſire de- : 


00 Paired. hethe.. | 


The: Complaints of @ Lover that defied Love and 


was by Love LEAR the more tormen tes 


Hen: ſomer tooke in hande the peter to aflayle; 


1 he clothed fayre the Earthe about wythe grene, 
And every tree new garmented, that pleaſure was to ſene: 
Mine hart gan new revive, and changed blood did ſtir 
Me to withdrawe my nteranges sthat kepte wythyn the 


(dur. 
 Abrode, quod my Deſyre, aſſay to o feb thy fore: De 


Where thou ſhalt fynde the ſavour ſweete for ſprong is 
(every rote. 


And to thy helthe if thou were. ſyeke in any Caſe: 


With force of myghte and vyrtue grete, his ſtor- 
(my blaſts to quaile 


Nothing more good, than in the Sprynge the Ayre to fel 


(a place: 
There mallt thou heare and ſee al kynde of _ TM 
wrou 

Wel tune theyre. voyce, with watble-ſmal, as nature — 
(them tought. 

Thus pricked me my Luſt the ſluggiſh houſe to leave, 
And for my helthe Ithoughte it beſt, ſuch counſel to receave* 
$p: 0n-a morrow furth, unwiſt of any wyghte, | 
4 went to vrove how well i it n my N 
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XZ SONGESandSONETTES. 7 
and when I felt the Ayre, ſo pleaſant round aboute; 
Torde to my ſelfe how glad Twas, that T had gotten out. 
There myght I ſee how Ver had every bloſſome kent, 
And eke the new betrothed Byrdes y coupled rags they 
2 ay (went; 
And in thyre Songes me thought, they thanked nature much, 
That by her Lycence al that yere, to Love theyre 15 % was 
1 1 = 8 ; uch: 
Right as they could deviſe to choſe them trees througout, 
Poyth much reyoiyng to theyr Lorde, thus flew they 
EF | ” (all about. 


5 


„ 


Whyche when I gan reſolve, and in my head conceave, 
What pleaſant Lyfe, what heaps af joy, thoſe Little birdes 
oY es | eee. 
And ſaw in what ęſtate J weary Man was wroughte, 
By want of that they had at will, and I reſcet at nought: 
Tord, how T gan in wrath ! unwiſely me demeane! 
I curſed Love, and hym defied, I thoughte to turne the 
1 | | ks (Streame : 
But when I well behelde, he — me under awe, 
asked mercy for my faulte, that ſo tranſgreſt his Lawe, 
Thou blinded God (quod I) forgive me this offence, 
nwittingly T went about to Malice thy pretence: 
Wherewith he gave a becke, and thus methoughte he 
1 e ee (core, 
hy forrow ought ſuffice to purge thy faulte if it were 
"2 TREATY © CORTE DHA more : 
Ihe virtue of which ſound, mine hart did ſo AN 
That I methought was made as whoale, as any Man alive, 
But here I may perceve, myne error all and ſome, 
For that I thought that ſo it was, yet was it ſtill undone: | 
And al that was no more but mine expreſſed Mynde, 
That fain wou'd have ſome good reliefe, of Cupid well 
I | 8 (aſſi gned. 
turned home forthwith, and might perceyve it well, 
That he agreved was right ſore, with me for my rebel 
My harmes have ever ſince encreaſed more, and more, 
And I remaind without his helpe, undone for evermore. 
A Mirror let me be unto ye Lovers all 
Strive not with Love, for if ye do, it will ye thus befalb 


EN 
oy 8888 


* 


8 SONGES and SONET TES. 
Complaint of a Lover Rebuked. | 


13 that Liveth, and raigneth in my thought, 
That built his Seat within my Cative Breſt; 
Clad in the Armes, wherein with me he fought, 
Oft in my Face he doth his Banner reſt. 5 
She that methought to love, and ſuffer Pain, 

My doubttull hope, and eke my hot deſire, 
With ſhamfaſt Cloke to ſhadowe and reſtrain, 
Her ſmiling Grace converteth ſtraight to Ire, 
And Cowted Love then to the Hart apace 
Taleth his Flight, whereas he lurkes and plaines, 
His purpoſe loſt, and dare not ſhewe his face, 
For my Loves Gilt thus faultleſs bide I paines, 
Yet from my Love ſhall not my foote remove 
Swets is his deth, that takes his End by Love. 


Complaint of the Lover Diſdained.. 


P. Ciprus ſpringes whereas Dame Venus dwelt, 

1 A Well ſo hote, that who ſo taſtes the ſame; 
Were he of Stone, as Chawed Iſe ſhould Melt, 
And kindlede finde his boys with fired flame. 
Whoſe moyſt poiſon diſſolved hath my hate, 

This Creping fire my cold Lims ſo oppreſt; 

That in the hart that harborde fredome late, 
Endleſſe deſpayre lang thraldome hath impreſt. 

An other ſo colde in frozen Yſe is founde, 

Whoſe chilling Venom oft repugnant kinde ie: 
The fetvent heat doth Quenche of Cupides Wounde 
And with the Spoted Change infectes the minde; 
Whereof my Pere hath taſted ta my paine, 

My Service thus is grown into diſdaine. 


| Deſcription and praiſe of bis Love Geraldine. 


: Rom Tuſcane came my Ladies worthy Race, 
Faire Florence was ſometyme her auncient Seate ; 
13 N | 2 The 


— 


* 
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ferhe Weſtern Yle whoſe pleaſant Shore doth face 

8 ö ild Cambers Clifs, did ge ve her ly uely heate : 
Foſtered ſhe was, with milke of Iriſhe breſt: 

_ "Her Sire, an Erle, her Dame, of Princes blood; 

From Tender yeres, in Btitaine ſhe doth reſt, A 
With Kinges Childe; where ſhe taſteth Coſtly foode. 
Honſdon did firſt preſent her to myne yien : 
Bright is her hewe, and Geraldine ſhe hight, 
Hampton me taught, to wiſhe her firſt for mine, 
and Windſor, alas, doth chaſe me from her Sight. 
Her Beauty of Kinde, her Vertue from above, 

Happy is he, that can Obtain her Love. 


The *frailtye, and burtfulnes of Beautie. 


V Rittle Beautie that nature made ſo fraile, 
1 Whereof the gift is ſmall, and ſhort the Seaſon; 
Flowring to day, to morowe apt to faile, i 
TLickled treaſure, abhorred of reaſon: 

Dangerqus tg deale with, vaine of none availe, 

Coſtly in keeping, paſt not worthe two peaſon ; 
Slipper in ſliding, as is an Eles Taile; 

Harde to attain, once gotten not geaſon. 
Jewell of Jeopardie, that peril doth aſſaille, 

= Falſe and vntrewe, enticed oft to Treaſon; 
Enemy to youth, that moſt. may I bewaile ; 
Ah bitter Swers! infecting as the poyſon, 
Tbou fareſt as frute, that with the froſt is taken, 
IT o day redy ripe, to morow al to ſhaken. 


A Complaint by night of the lover not Beloved. 


"XZ A Las! fo al thinges now doe holde theire peace, 

" Heaven and Earth diſturbed in nothing; 

The Beaſtes, the ayer, the birdes their ſonge doe leaſe, 
The nightes chare the States aboute doth bringe: 
Calme is the Sea, the Waues worke leſſe and leſſe. 

do am not I, whome Love alas doth wring, 

2X Bringing befote my face the great Encreaſe 


Ot my deſires, hs I wepe and ſing, 


d. 2.4 


10 SONG ES and SONETTES. 
In joy and wo, as in a doubtfull Caſe, f 1 
9 For my ſwete thoughts, ſome tyme doe pleaſure bring; 
But by and by, the Canſe of my diſeaſe, © 1 
= Geves me a pang, that inwardly doth ſftinge;  _X£ 

When that I thinke what grief it is againe, "3 
J 0 live and lache the thing ſhould ridde my pain. 


How Eche thing, ſave the Lover in Spring, Reinueth | 
„ ll » 


WW Hen Windſor Walles ſuſteined my wearied arme, 
My hande, my Chin, to Eaſe my reſtleſſe hed, 
The pleaſant plot reueſted green with warme, 
The bloffomd bowes with luſty Ver yſpred': 
The floured Meades, the wedded byrdes ſo late, 
Myne Eyes diſcouer, and to my mynd refotte * 
The ioly woes, the hateleſſe ſhort debate, 
p The Rakehell lyfe, that longes to loues diſporte, 
5 Wherewith, alas, the heauy. charge of Care 
Heapt in my breſt, breakes fourth agaynſt my wyll, 
In ſmoky Sightes that ouercaſt the ayre, 
My vapor'd eyes ſuch dreatly teares dyſtill. 
The tender Spring whiche quicken, where they fall, 
And I halfe bent to throwe me downe withall. | 


A Vowe to love faithfully Howſoeuer he be rewarded. © 


Et me whereas the Sonne dath parch the grene, 
Or where his beames do not dyſſolve the Yſe, 

In temperate heat, where he is felt, and ſene, 

In preſence preſt af people, madde, or Wiſe ; 

Set me in hye, or yet in lowe degree, 

In Longeſt night, or in the ſhorteſt day; 

In cleareſt Skye, or where cloudes thickeſt be, 

In faſty Youth or when niy heates are graye: 

Set me in Heaven, in Earth, or elſe in Hell, 

In Hyll, or dale, or in the foaming flovd ; 

Thrall, or at large, alyve where ſo I dwell, 

Sicke, or in helthe, in evyll fame or good; 
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S ONGES and SONETTES. 11 
Hers will I be, and anly with this thought, 
Tontent my ſelf, althoug my chaunce be-nought. 


2 2 plaint r Hat bys Lady after ſhe knew of bys Love, 
1 kept ber face alwayes hydden from Em. 


Never ſawe my Lady laye apart, 
Her cornet blacke, in colde nor yet in heate, 
Sith fyrſt ſne knew my griefe was growen ſo greate, 
Fhyche other Fancies dryveth from my harte 
That to my ſelfe I do the thought reſerve, 
he whyche unwares dyd wound my woeful breſt, 


Net ſynce:ſhe knew I dyd her Love and ſerve, 
Tier Golden trefſes cladde allway with blacke ; 
Her ſmyleyng lookes that had thus evermore, 
and that reſtraynes which I defire ſo ſore : 


o doth this cornet governe, me alacke! is 


In ſummer, Sun, in winters breathe, a Froſte, 
PWherebye the Lyghte of her fayre lookes I loſt, 


Requeſt to hys Love to ioyne Bountie with Beauty. 


HE Golden Gyft that Nature dyd thee geve, 
To faſten Frendes and feed them at thy will; 
With fourme and favour, taught me to believe, 

How thou arte made to ſhowe her greateſt skylle: 

Whoſe hydden vertues are not ſo unknowen, 

But lyvely dames myghte gather at the fyrſte; 

Where beauty ſo her perfecte ſeede hath ſowen, 
Of all other graces follow nedes, there mult. 


Now certes Ladie, ſynce all thys is true, 
hat from above thy gyftes are thus elect; 


Vo not deface them than wyth fanſies newe. 
Nor chaunge of Myndes let not the Mynde infect: 


But mercy hyme thy frende, that dothe thee ſerve, - 
[Who ſckes always thyne honour to preſerve. 


Pri ſonen 
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Priſoner in Windſor, he recounteth bis pleaſure ® 
” _ there paſſed. | 


CO cruell 7 howe could betyde, alas! 
As proude Windſor : Where I in Luſt and Joy, 
Wythe a Kynges Sonne, my chyldyſh yeres dyd paſſe, 
In greater feaſt, than Priams Sonnes ofT roye : * 
Where eche ſwete place returnes a taſtfull ſower : 
The large grene where we were wont to trove, 
Wyth Eyes caſt up into the Maydens tower, 
And eaſy ſighes, fuch as folkes draw in Love: 
The ſtately ſeates, the Ladies brighte of hewe; 
The Daunces ſhort, long tales of greate delight 8 
Myth woordes and lookes, that Tygers gould but rewe, 
Where eche of us dyd pleade the others ryghte. 4 
The palme play, where defpoyled for the game, 
With dared Eyes oft we by gleames of Love, 
Have myſt the Ball, and gote ſighte of our Dame 
To bayte her Eyes, whyche kept the leads above 
The gravel ground, wythe ſleyes tyde on the helme 
On fomyng horſe, with ſwordes and friendly hartes ; 
| Wythe chere as though one ſhoulde another whelme 
Where we have fought, and chaſed oft wyth darrtes. 
With Silver droppes the meade yet ſpreade for ruthe, 
In actives games of Nimbleneſs and Strength, 
Where'we did ſtrayne trayned wyth ſwarmes of youthe 
Our tender limmes, that yet ſhot up in lengthe. 
The ſecrete graves which oft we made reſounde, 
Of pleaſant playnte, and of our Ladies 8 
Recordyng oft what grace eche one had founde, 
What hope of ſpede, what dreade of long delayes. 
The wylde forreſte, the clothed holes with grene, 
With raynes availed and ſwiftly breathed horſe; 
MWyth cry of Houndes and merry blaſtes betwene, 
Where e did chaſe the feareful hart of force. 
The wyde vaſes eke, that harborde us eche nyghte, 


Where wyth, (alas) reviveth in my breſte; 
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Tull agamemnons daughters bloode. 
Appeaſed the Goddeſs that them withſtood: : 
And how that in thoſe ten years warre, 
Full many a bloody dede was done; Þ ©: 


4 
oe 
* th . 


"Wand with remembrance of the greater griefe, © 


gear witneſs of my wofull ſmarte 
When Sighes have waſted ſo my breathe e 
That I lye at the poynt of Deathe. ,- r 
I call to mynde the Navy greatee. 
That the Greekes brought to Troy towne, 
And how the boyſterous wyndes dyde beate 


CY 


SONGES and SONET TES. 13 
he ſwete accorde, ſuch ſlepes as yet delyghr, 
he pleaſant dreames the quyet bed of reſt: 
he ſecret thoughtes imparted with ſuch truſt, 
he wanton talke, the dyvers chaunge of playe; 
he Friendſhip ſworne, eche promiſe kept fo fait, 
herewith we paſt the Winter nyghte away. 


fand wyth thys thoughte, the bloud forſakes the face, 

The teares berayne my chekes of deadly hewe,, * | | 

"The whyche as ſoone as ſobbyng ſighes, (alas) K 
pſupped have, thus, I my playnt rene we: 

0 


place of blifſe | renewer of my Woes! 
ive me accompt where is my noble fere, 

hom in thy walles thou doeſt eche nyghte encloſe, oO 
o other luſe, but unto me moſt. clerre a 
Eccho (alas!) that doth my ſorrow rewe, 
Returns thereto a hollowe ſounde of playnt; 


Thus I alone, where all my freedome grewe, 
In pryſon pyne, wythe bondage and reſtraynt 8 


L434 S534: 


o baniſhe the leſſe I fynd my chief reliefe. 


if 
vs * 


Abe Lover comforteth himſelf wyt be the Worbyneſſe 


of i Love. 
f 5 1 0 = T 
Moſt cruelly diſtraynes my harte; 16. 1e 
hen that my teares as floudes of raync,, 


* — 


yre Shippes, and rent thayre Sayles adowne ; n 
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And many a Lorde that came full farre, 
There caughte his bane (alas!) too ſoone: 
And many a good Nayghte overcome, 
Before the Grekes had helenne wonne. 

Then thyak thus ſith ſuch repayre, 

So long tyme warre of valiant Menne, 

Was all to wynne 2 Lady fayre, © | 

Shall I not learne to ſuffer then? e 

And think my tyme well ſpent to be; 

Serving a woorthier wyghte than She ? 7 5 
Therefore I never Will repent. 
But paynes contented ſtyll endure; 
The Ent ſprynge ſtrait draweth in ure; 

So after raging ſtormes of care, © 
Joyfull at length may be my fare. 


* 


( Wenn ruite of your delyghte ; ; 


| Helpe to bewayle the woefull caſe, 


* 


And eke the heavy yghte 

Of methar wonted 20-reioyee, 

The fortune of my plesfant choice: 
Good Ladyes helpe toifyl my mourning voice. 
In Shippe freighte wythe remmembraunce | 
Of thoughtes and pleafuxes paſt, 


| He fayles that hath in-governaunce, 


My Life while it will aft. | WES 
With ſcalding Tyghes for laeke of Gale, 
Furdering hys hope that is his fayle, 
Toward me, the ſwete part of bs gvayle: 
Alas! how oft in Dreams I free © 
Thoſe Eyes that were my+foode, 


Whych ſometyme ſo delyted. me 


That yet they do me goode: 


* 


* 
4 


complaint F the abſence.of hor Lover being upon 
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IV berewith I wake wythe his returne, 

"I boſe abſent flame dyd make me burn, 

3 F But when I fynde the lacke, Lord, how Lmourue | 

Vl Chen other Lovers in armes acroſſe, | 

Reioyce their encchyfe delyght ; _ .. 

D — in teares to mourne-my Loſſe 

ae the bytter Nyghte 1 

Window, where I may ſee _ ict bak 

or the wynges how the Cloudes flee. 1 Kai & 
what a Mariner Love hath made me. 

Li in grene waves when the ſalt. floode Ati oe 
Dc ryſe hy rage of wynde, © f 

of thouſand fanſies in that mood 


43 4 Re my reſtleſſe Mynde: N al e Ol 3 
las! how drencherh my fret n bald 
1 or th the ſpoyle of my hart did go | 

3 F; i let t me 8 a 0 5 0 | 

3 d when the ſeas were Falme 840 ne, 


T ebene bes at 
y doubtful hope dath — wit playe,- 1 2247 
80 1 of my Ioye. | 
Thus in my wealth myngled with WIE | code, 2d 7 
3 \nd af eche thought a doubt doth growe - 117 

: ow Ar e will he comp? alas! 10 f 


' nad þ 


_ 7 
4 


4 


Fed 400 pt La 67 
r Ge. 


1 N wyntors iuſt- returne; weh Boreas gan his taygne, 
: nen every tree unclothed faſt, as nature __ them 
In myſty Morning darke, as ſhepe are then in halt ; 
Thyde me faſt, it ſat me on, my ſhepe for OS 
And as it is athynge that lovers have by fyttes 
Inder a palme I heard one cry, as he had loſt bys wirtes. 
hoſe voice did ringe ſo ſhryll in utterynge of hys playnt, 


hat I amazed was to heare, how Love coulde hym at- 
(taynt, 
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Ah! wretched Man (quod he) come death and 90 ehys | 4 
(woe; 7 

A inſt reward, a happy end, if it may bene thee de. ks 

Thy pleaſures paſt, have wrought thy: woe without 1 * 


IF thou hadſt never felt no toy, thy ſmart had Do the 1 
And rechleſſe of hys Lyfe, he gan both fgh and grone, # 
A ruefull thynge methoughe ir was to here hym - make -” 
Thou curſed Pen ſayd lie, wo werths the Byrde ſhe bare, 
The Man, the Nuyie, and all that made thee, wo be ts IF 
( thyr e ſhare : 
Wo worth the tyme and place, here I could 1 N 1 
And wo be it yet once agayne, the Pen that ſo can e. . 
Unhappy hand it had been happy tyme for me, 
If when to wryte thou learned ale rſte, un jm had x 
Thus curſed he himſelf, and every other wyghte, = 
Save her alone whom Love him bound to _—_— bot = Me 
land n = 
Whyche when I heard and faw, how: he hymſelf foredyd = 
Againſt the ground with Ty ſtrokes, hymſelf even 
103 27 (thereto rid ; 
Had been my hart of fly nt it muſt have . tho. 
For in my Lyfe I never 3 a man fo full of cod. 
Wyth T Cited 151 hys tedreſſe, I ely to hym ran, _ 
And in my Armes | I caught. by m faſt, Hr] thus I Tak E” | 


What wofull wy ji art thou.thas 
Tormentes thy ſelf wyth ſueh de 


Wherewyth as all 3 fulfylde. with ire hs 
He caſt on me à ſtareing loke with colour pale and dead; * 

| To) what art thou (quod he) that in thys hea plyght, "= 
Wee me 6 Mrs! moſt wofull a „, that Lyfe hath | 7 
wrenly 2 fl 4; 1 il 122d 0 1755 are = 


ſuch * —_ 7 
— here 7 in thy de- 
| lace ? | : 


1 
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I 2m (quod I) but poore and ſymple in degree, 
* I charge I have in hande, unworthy ber 
Wytch that he gave a ſyghe as though the Skye ſhould fall, 


Once in my harte (quod he) it chaunced me to Lose 1 


And ſure I cannot ſay but many yeres were ſpent, 
With ſuch good will ſo rcompenſt, as both eon⸗ 

= . | | N rent; 
*ZF here to ſhew I' me bounde, and ſhe lykewiſe alſo, * 
he Sunne ſhould runne hys courſe awry ere we thys 
= : 3 _  (fayth foregoe. 

ho Joyed then but I? who hadde thys Worldes blyſſe? 
ho myghte compare a Lyfe to myne that never thought 


It me befalled a greater loſſe then Priam had of troy ; 


2 
» 


ome my 
x (death 
„ Welcome 


. A Sb  —_ e_—__ — Oo —_ 


For pitie though my heart dyd blede, to ſee ſo piteous 


Whoſe Soule by aungels power, departed not ſo ſoone, 


And ſuch as by theyr lordes do ſet but little pryce, WW 


18 SONGES and SONETTES. 
Welcome a thouſand fold, now dearer unto me = 
Than ſhould without her love to live, an Emperour to be. 
Thus in this wofull ſtate he yelded up the goſt, 
And little knoweth his Ladye, what a lover ſhe hath loſt. 
Whoſe death when I beheld, no marvel was it right 


5 | (Sight. = 
My bloud from heate to cold oft ehaunged wonders ſore, 
A thouſand troubles there I found I never knew before: 
Twene dreade and dolour, ſo my ſpretes were brought 
. - | 5 (in feare, 
That long it was ere I could call to minde, what I dyd 
5 | | ( there. J 7 5 
But as eche thing hath ende, ſo had theſe paynes of 
The fatics paſt, and I my wittes reſtorde by length of 

| (tyme : 8 


_— et ahh? 
r 
KAR” ng $804 

5 
FS Of 
— Be: A * 


Then as I could devyſe; to ſeek I thought it be 
Where I might finde ſome worthy place for ſi 1 85 ps 
| | to reſt: 
-=_ in my mynde it came, from thence not farreaway | 
here Creſelds love, king Priams Sone the worthy 4 
| (lus lay : 
By him I made his tombe, in token he was true, = 
And as to him belongeth well, I covered it with blewe; 1 | 


N 


But to the heavens, ſo it fled, for to receive his dome. 


- 


Complain of the abſence of ber lover beyng upon i 
es | the Sed. | 
oo Ladies, ye that have your pleaſures in exile, 
Step in your lobte, come rake a place, and mem. 
| | (with me a while: 


4 


Let them ſit ſtill, it skilles them not what chaunce come 
9 (lion the dice: 
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Ip it ve whom love hath bound by order of deſyre, 
7 0 . your lords, whoſe good deſerts none other 
: | e | ( would require: 
Come ye yet once agayne, and ſet your foote by myne, 
Whoſe wofull plight, and ſorrwes great, notong 1 _ 
= | ( (aenne 
My love and Lord, alas! in whom conſiſtes my welth, 
Hath fortune ſent to paſſe the ſeas in hazard of his he ch: 
hom was wont tembrace with well contented myndez 
As now amyd thefomyng Floods at pleaſure of the wynde : 
"Where god will him preſerve, and ſoone him 0 0 my 
ithout which hope my lyfe (alas) were e vt og 
; ende: 


2 Whoſe abſence yet although my hope doth tell me playne 
Wich ſhort returne he comes anone, yet ceaſeth not my 
' = | (payne: 
„ be fearefull dreames I have, oft tymes doe grieve me ſo, 
That when I wake, I lye in doubte, where they be true 
' == ; | 3 (or no: 
Sometimes the roaring ſeas, me ſemes do growe ſo hye, 
That my deare Lord, ay me, alas! methinkes run 
An other time the ſame doth tell me he is come; 0 f 5 
MAnd playing, where I ſhall hym finde with his faire litle 
So fourth I goe apace to ſee that lefeſome Sight, 
And with a kyſſe, methinke I ſay welcome my Lord my 
Welcome my ſwete, alas, the ſtay of my welfare, 
- hy preſence bringeth forth a truce atwixt me and my 


ET hen lively doth he look, and ſalveth me agayne, _ 
4 nd ſayth my dere how is it now that you have all chis 
om 1 (payne? 
EW herewith the heavy cares that heapt are in my breſt, 
Breake fourth and me diſchargen clene of all my 99 9 
(unreſt.- 


4 


But when I me awake, and find it but a dreame 
The anguiſh of my former wo beginneth more extreme X 
i An 
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And me tormenteth ſo that uneath may I fynde, 1 
Some hidden peace wherein to {lake the gnawing of 
1] 
4 


_4 mi 
. - ZIG 
* . 2 
N., 


| | | „ (my mynde. 

Thus every way you ſee wythe abſence how I burne, 
And for my wound no cure I fynde but Oy of good 
| | | returne; 2? 
Save when I thynke by ſowre how ſwete is felt the more 
It doth abate ſome of my Paynes, that I abode before: 
And then unto my ſelf I ſay, when we ſhall mete, - 
But little whyle ſhall ſeme thys payne, the Joy ſhall be 
5 ; | | (fo ſwete. > 

Ye wyndes I you conjure in cheifeſt of your Rage, 50 

That ye my Lord ſafely ſend my ſorrowes to aſſwage. 
And that I may not long abyde in thys exceſſe, f 
Do your good will to cure a wyght, that liveth in D Y 
1 TE ſtreſſe. 


A praiſe of bys Love, wherein he reproveth bhem that 
| compare their Ladies with his. 1 


(AG place ye Lovers here before, F 
That ſpent your.boaſtes and bragges in vain, 
My Ladies beuty paſſeth more, | 


The beſt of yours I dare well ſayne. b 
Then doth the ſunne the Caundle lyght, | 
Or bryghteſt Day the darkeſt Nyght, 

And thereto hath a troth as juſt, | 
As had ee the fayre, 3 
For what ſhe ſayeth ye may it truſt, Z 


As it by wrytyng ſealed were: 

And virtues hath ſhe many mo, . 
Than I wyth Pen have Skill to ſhowe; <@ 
I could reherſe if that T would, 

The whole effecte of Natures playnt, 
When ſke had loſt the perfe& moulde, 

The lyke to whome ſhe could not paynte : 
With wringeing hands, how ſhe did cry, 
And what ſhe ſaid, I know it, I. | 


| 1 I knowe ſhe ſwore with rageing Mynde, 


Her Kyngdome only ſet aparte; 


of There was no loſſe by Law of kynde, 
le. That could have gone ſo nere her hearte; 


And this was chiefely all her payne, 
he could not make the lyke agayne. 


hen to compare (as you have done 
IT o matche the candle withe the ſunne. 


To the Ladie that ſkorned ber Lover. 


Fyth Nature thus gave her the prayſe, 


To be the chiefeſt worke ſhe wroughte; 


In fayth me thynke ſome better wayes, 


Lthoughe I have a checke, 


To geve the mate is harde ; 


For I have ſound a negke, 

Io keepe my Men in garde. 
And you i hardy are, 
Jo geve ſq great aſſaye 


Vnto a Man of Warre, 
Jo dryve hys Men away: 


I nede you take good hede, 
And marke this foalyſh verſe; 
For I wyll ſo provyde 


That I wyll have you ferce. 
And when your ferce is had, 


& Your ſelfe to me to yelde. 

For I will uſe my power, 

As Captayne full of myghte; 
And ſuch I will devoure, 
As uſe to ſhew my ſpyghee. 


_ 
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And 
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And for becauſe you gave 

Me checke in your degree; 
This vantage lo J have, 

Now check and guarde to thee : : 
Defend it if thou may, 

Stand ſtyffe in thyne Eſtate; 
For ſure I will aſſay, 

If l can geve the mate. 


4 warning to the pry bow he i is eine by 1 


his Tabs. 


Ocdearly had I bonghte my grene and- you 9 F 
(yeres, bh 2 
If in myne Age I coulde not fynde, when craft for Love 

Capperes. 
And ſeldome though I come in Court among the reſt, 7 
Yet can I judge in colours dymme, as deep as can the il 4 


Where Grief tormentes the Man that ſuffereth ſeerer | 5 3 


7-3, oy 
7 


To breake it fourth unto ſome frende, it caſeth on the 1 
So ſtand it now with me, (for my beloved ens) -- = 
This caſe is thine, for whom I feele ſuch torments of my 
( mynde ; # 

An. l for thy ſake, I burne fo in my ſecret brefte, © © 
That tyll thou know my whole diſeaſe, my heart can 
have no felt. 

I fee how thyne abuſe hath wrelled) fo thy wittes, 3 
That all it yeldes to thy deſire, and followes thee by fittes. 
Where thou haſt loved ſo long, with heart and all thy L 
ro. 1 

I fee thee fed with fayned wordes; thy freeedom to de - 5 
(vour 

TI know, ( though ſhe ſay nay, and would it well With- 0 


tande, | 
When in her Grace, thou yeldeſt thee Mad, the bare 


(thee but in e ® | 


ZZ SONGES andSONETTES. 23 
I ſee her pleaſant chere, in chiefeſt of thy ſuite, | 
When thou art gone, I ſee him come, that gathers up the 

” | fruite; 
And eke in thy reſpect, I ſee the baſe degree, 
Of him to whom ſhe gave the hart, that promiſed was 
I ſee (what woulde you more) ſtode never Man ſo ſure, 

On womans woord, but wiſedome would W by to 
1 endure. 


rde forſthen Lover deſeriterh, and forſaketh Love 


3 
: 4 . 


Lothſome place where I, 
Have ſeene and heard my dere 3 


As fortune it ne woulde 
That laſten any ſpace, 
Between us longer ſhoulde. 
As fortune did advance, 
J0o further my deſire, 
Even ſo hath fortunes chaunce, 
# Throwen all amiddes the Myre. 
And that I have deſerved, j 
Wich true and faithſull hart; Ho oY 2 
As to his handes reſerved, | | 2 
That never felt the ſmart. 
But happy is that Man, 
That ſcapeth hath the Griefe, 
That Love will ſeeke him can, 
By wanting his reliefe. 
A ſcourge to quiet Myndes, 
t is who taketh hede; 5 
A common plague that byndes, 
A travell without Mede. 
Inhis gift it hath alſo, 
& Who ſo enjoyes it moſt, 
A thouſand troubles grow. 
To vex his wearied-Ghoſt. | = 
© "T8 4 
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And laſt it may not long, 
The trueſt thynge of all; 


And ſure the greateſt wronge, 
That is within thys thrall. 
But ſince thou deſert place, 


Canſt give me no accompte; 


Of my deſyred grace, 
That I to have was wont: 


Farewell! thou haſte me taughte, 
To thinke me not the fyrſte, 


That Love hathe ſet 2 loft, 


And caften in the Duſt. 
The Lover deſerites bis 2 Blaue. 


A ofte as I beholde and ſe, | 
The foveraigne beautie that me bounde, 
The nier my comforte is to me, | 
oy the treſher is my wound. 

flame doth quench by Rage of fire, 
And running Ns, a conſumes by raine ; 
So doth the fight that I deſire, 
Appeaſe my Griefe and deadly paine. - 
Firſt when I ſaw thoſe chryſtal Stremes, 


| Whoſe beaut 27 made my mortall * | 


F little thoughte within her þcames, 
So ſwete a venom to be founde. 
But wilfull Will did pricke me forth, | 
And blinde Cupid did whippe and guyde,: 
Farce made me take my griefe in worth 
My fruitleſſe hope my harme did hide. 
As cruel waves full oft be founde, 
Againſt the Rockes do rore and cry, 
So doth my hart full oft rebound, 
A ainſt my breſt ful bitterly. . 

I fall and fe mine own decay, 
As one that beares flame in his breſt; | 
Forgets in paine to put away, 
The * that beederh mine unreſt, 


— 
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ve I over excuſeth bine of fu pected Change, 


Hough I regarded not 
; The promiſe made by 1 25 
Or paſſed not to Spot 

y faith and honeſtie. 
Fet were my fanſie ſtrange, 
And wilful will to wite 
I I ſoughte now to change 
A Falkon for a Kite. 
All Men might well diſpraiſe 

My wit and enterprize, 
If I eſteemed a peſe 
Above a pearle in price: 
Or judged the owle in ſight, 
The Sparhauke to excell; 
Which flyeth but in the Night | 
As all Men know righte well. 
Or if I ſoughte to ſaile, 
Into the brittle porte; 
Where anker hold doth ſale, 

To ſuch as do reſort; 
x And leave the haven ſure, : CEO 4 
Where blowes no bluſtring vinde; ; | 2 
* Nor ſickeeneſſe in ure | —_ 


4 No, think me not ſo lighte, | 1 . | 1 
Nor of ſo churliſh kinde, | : _ 
A n it lay in my wighte, | 8 "i 
4 Ny boundage to unbinde : | | | 
That I woulde leave the kinde AW 


M Tha 1 I ſhoulde ſeke to fall 
Z FF rom my Felicitio. We 


Defirous 
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Deſir rous for to win, _ = 
Or new change to begin, = 9 
How may all this be ſo ? 25 1.28 
The fire it cannot freſe, 1 
For it is not his kinde; 

Nor true love cannot leſe 

The conſtancye of minde : 

Yet as ſone ſhall the fire, 
Want heate to blaſe and burne, YO wo 
As I in ſuch defire 1 
Have once a thought to turne. 4 F 


A Careleſſe Man ſcorning and deſertbing the fuk | 5 4 
| 27 age of Women cowartls their Lovers. 1 


WIE. in me cm :Eloke, as I ed; fo, | 
how love can ſhew what: foe 

in his bow, 
And how he ſhoteth eke a harty hart to-wound ; L J 
And where he glaunceth by again, that litle hurt is s found. | 9 
For ſeldme i is it ſene he woundethe- hartes, Ake; 1 | 1 


5 80 (le: IJ 4 
All chis I ſee with more, Dn wonder thigketh me, I 
How he can ſtrike the one ſo fore, and leave the b, 4 . 
I ſee that wounded wight, that ſuffereth al this wrong, 
How he is fed with yeas and nays, and liveth al toleng 
In ſilence, though I kepe ſuch ſecretes to my ſelf; | 2 
Yet do I ſee how ſhe ſometime doth Beide 4 J = 
As though it ſemde, ywis y will not loſe. the do. - 
When in her hart ſo ſwete a thought did never truly = 
Then ſay I thus, alas, that man is farce frem 9 
That doth receive for his relief none other game but this. F => 
And ſhe that fedes him ſo, I fele and:ifind:it; plain, KK - 
Is but to glory ic her power » thatover ſuch can r aigne | | 
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Nor are ſuch braces ſpent, but when ſhe thinks that he 
1 wery man is fally bent ſuch fancies to let flee, 


x 
= 1 
23 
7:49 


"Y 


Zhen to retaine him ſtill, ſhe wreſteth new her grace; 
And ſmileth lo as though the woulde forthewith the man 
14 5 | | (embrace : 
But when the proofe is made to try ſuch lokes withall, 
Hie findeth then] the place alvoide, and W of 
ok | EE all: 
Lord what abuſe is this! who can ſuch Women praiſe ? 
That for theire Glory do deviſe to uſe ſuch craftie ways: 
I that amonge the reſt, do fit and marke the Rowe, 
Find that in her is greater crafte then is in twenty moe, 
ZZ hoſe tender years, alas! with wiles ſo wel are ſped, 
What will ſhe do, when hory heares, are powdered in 
= ; (her hed ? 


An Anſwere in the behalf of a Woman of an 
1 amcertain Auttbor. 


E Irt in my giltles gowne, as'I:fitthere and fow 

| I ſee that thinges are not in dede as to the _— 
And who ſo liſt to loke, and note thinges ſome what nere, 
SClhal find wher plaineſſe ſemes to haunt, —— craſt 
1 5 5 ; VS appear : 
For with indifferent eyes my felf can wrell difcerne, 
4 How ſom to guide a ſhip in ſtormes ſeke for to rake the 


1 Whoſe practice it were proued in ealme to ſtere a barge 
Aſſuredly believ it well it were to great a charge: 
And ſome I ſe again ſit ſtilE and ſay but ſmall, 


© Whoſe goodly giftes are ſuch, the more they underſtand, 
The more they ſeke to learne and know, and take leſe 
8 (charge in hand. 


And to declare more plain the time fleets not ſo faſt, 
But I can bear full well in mind the ſong now ſong and 
Y 9 15 | (paſt, 

The 


n 


(ſterne; 


That coulde do ten times more then they that ſay they 
. * (can doll; 


X 


fon — 
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The auctor whereof come wrapt in a crafty Cloke, 
With will to force a flaming fire, where he could raiſeno 
1 (ſmoke; 
If power and will had joined, as it appereth plaine, 
The truth no right had tane no place their vertues had 
a 8 (been vain, 
So that you may perceive, and I may falſly ſe | 
The innocent thatgiltleſle is, condempned ſhould have be. 


The Conſtant Lover Lamenth. 


Ins fortunes wrath envieth the welth 
Wherein I raigned by the fight 
Of that, that fed mine Eyes by ftelth, 
With ſowre, ſwete, dread and delight. 
Let not my griefe move you to mone, 
For I will wepe and waile alone. 
Spite drave me into Boreas raigne, | | 
Where hoary froſtes the fruites do bite, 4.2 
When hills were ſpread, and every plaine 
With ſtormy Winters Mantle white, 
And yet my dere ſuch was my heate, 
When others freaze then did I ſweate. 
And now, though on the Sunne I drive, 
Whoſe fervent flame all thinges decates, 
His Beames in Brightneſſe may not ſtrive, 
With light of your ſwete Golden Rayes ; 
Nor from my breſte this heate remove, 
The frozen thoughtes graven by Love. 
He may the waves of the ſalt floode 
Quench that your beautie ſet on fyre, 
For though myne Eyes forbeare the foode, 
That dyd relieve the hot deſire; _ 
Such as I was, ſuch will I be, 
Your owne, what woulde you more-of me ? 


7 
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4 Sing written by. the” Earls of Slaroy bj # 1906” 
S that refuſed to Daunce with him, 4 | 


A Lyon ſaw I late as whyte as any ſnowe, 
Which ſemed well to leade the Race, his port the ſame 
„„ (̃(did ſhowe: 
Upon the gentle Beaſt to gaze it pleaſed me, 
For ſtill me thoughte he ſeemed well of N 
155 to be. 
And as he praunced before, ſtill ſeeking for a Make, 
As who would ſay, there is none here, I trowe will me 
. | |  (forſake; 
I might perceive a Woolfe as white as whales Bone, 
A fairer beaſte, of freſher hue beheld I never none, 
Save that her lookes were coy, and froward eke her 
| | (Grace, 


Che beaſt can chooſe his fere according to his mynde, 
And eke can ſhewe- a friendly chere lyke to theit 


(beaſtly kynde; 


Unto the whiche this Gentle Beaſt gan him avaunce 


(apace. 


And with a Becke full lowe he bowed at her feete, 


In humble wiſe, as who woulde ſay, I am too = un- 
CT, | meete. 
But ſuch a ſcornfull chere wherewith ſhe him rewarded 
Was never ſcene I trowe the like to ſuch as well de- 
| LES 8 | _  (ferved. 
With that ſhe ſtart aſyde well neere a foot or twaine, 
And unto him thus gan ſhe ſay with ſpyte and great 
| | | .  (diſdaing, 


Lyon ſhe ſaide, if thou hadeſt known my mind before, 
Thou hadſt not ſpent thy travaite thus, nor all thy paine 
| (for lore. - 


Do way I lete thee, wete thou ſhalt not play with me, 
Go range about, where thou maiſt finde ſome meter fere 


(for thee, 


With 


1 
Fl. 
XK 


4-6 


But willin gly to leeſe hys Life for Loſs of his true Love. 
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With that he bet his tayle, his Eyes began to flame, 
I might perceive his noble heart, much moved 0 the 
Yet ſaw I him refrayne, and eke his wrath aſſwage, | Y 
And unto her thus gan he ſay, when he was paſt his 


Cruel you do me wronge, to {ct me thus ſo lighte, N 
Without deſert for my good will, to ſhew me thus deſ- 


| . - (pyte; 1 
How can ye thus entreate a Lyon of the Race, 5 
That with his pawes, a crowned Kynge devoured 6 the 
| Ace. 
Whoſe nature is to prey upon no ſimple foode, 
As long as he may ſucke the fleſh, and drink of noble 


Ek bbloud. 
If you be fayre and freſh, am J not of your hue, 

And for my vaunt I dare well ſay, my bloud is 8 un- 
| true. 
For you your ſelf have heard, it is not long agoe, 
Sith that for Love, one of the Race dyd e 1 Life 
| in wo, 

In Tower ſtrong, and hye for his aſſured truth, | 
Whereas in tears he ſpent his breath, alas the 7 5 = 
$415 ; | rutn. 
Thys gentle beaſte ſo dyed, whom nothing could re- 
| (move, 


Other there be, whoſe Lives do linger ftill in payne, 
Againſt their wills preſerved are, that woulde no 
- 5 - (fayne. 
But now I do perceive, that nought it moveth you, 
My good entent my gentle Heart, nor yet my os ſo 
| | | true. 
But that your will is ſuch, to lure me to the trade, 
And other ſome full many yeres to trace by . 3 
| | 5 Ys (made. 
And thus behold our kyndes how that we differ farre, 
I ſeek my foes, and you your fre1des do threten ſtill with 


1 


kfaune where I am fed, you fla y, that ſekes to you, 
„ can devour no yelding prey, you kill where you ſubdue. 
Ny kind is to deſire the honour of the feild, 
And you with bloud do flake your thyrſte on ſuch as to 
; 3 ( ou yelde : 4 


"6 © Wherefore I woulde you wiſte, that for your _— 
= | es 
. 1 am no Man chat will be trapt, nor tangled with fach 
. = ( Hookes. 
And though ſome Juſt ro Love, where ee 2 
” they might, 
And to ſuch beaſtes of current ſort, that would have tra- 
(vail bright; ; 


I will obſerve the lawe, that nature gave to me, 
To conquer ſuch as will reſiſt, and let the reſt go free: 
And as a faulcon free, that ſoreth in the ayre, 
Which never fed on hand nor lure, nor for no 1. doch 
care. 
While that I live and breathe, ſuch mall my cuſtome be, 
In wildneſs of the woodes, to ſeek my prey where plea- 
ſeth me: 
Where many one ſhall rue, that never made offence, | 
Thus your refuſe againſt my power, ſhall bote dete no 
once. 
And for Revenge thereof, I vow and ſwear thereto, 
A thouſand ſpoyles 1 ſhall commyt, I never thought to 


(doe. 
And if to lyght on you my luck ſo good ſhall be, | 
I ſhall be glad to feed on that, that would have _ on 
me. 
And thus farewelle unkynd, to whom I bent and bowe, 
I would you wiſt, the Ship is ſafe, that bare his * ſo 
lowe. 


Sith that a Lyons hart, is for a wolfe no preye, 

With bloody Mouthe go ſlake your thirſt on oo le 

: ſhepe I ſay. 

With more deſpyte and Ire, than I can on 0 

Which to my payne, chough I refrayn, the cauſe you 
(may well gueſs. 
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As for becauſe my ſelf was auctour of the ſame; 


It bootes me not that for my wrath, I ſhoulde diſturbe 2 | 
= e ROT (the ſame. 

The fait hfull Lover declareth bis Paynes and hi- 
uncertaine Foyer, and with onely hope recomfor: 


ſomewhat his wofull heart. 
FJ care do cauſe men crye, why do not I complayne ? 
1 If eche man do bewaile his wo, why ſhew I not my 
5 | „ „payne? 
Synce that amongſt them all, I dare well ſay is none, 
So farre from weal, ſo full of woe, ot hath more cauſe 
9 | 5 (to mone. 
For all thinges haveing Life, ſometime hath 655 
| | ; 3 - | reit, 
The bearing Aſſe, the drawing Oxe, and very 1 5 
The Peaſant, and the Poſt, that ſerves at all aſſayes, 
The Ship Boy, and the Galley Slave, have time to take 
23 5 „ Il.their caſe. 
Save I, alas! whom care of force doth ſo conſtrayne, 
To wale the Day, and wake the Night, — y in 
OST Tre Lon ety Le Payne. 
From penſiveneſs to plaint; from plaint to bitter Teares, 
From teares, to paynfull playnt againe, and thus my Life 
35 1 | | (it weares. 
Nothyng under the Sun, that I can heare or ſee, 
But moveth me for to bewayle, my cruel Deſtyny. 
For where Men do rejoyee (ſince that I cannot ſo) 
I take no pleaſure in that place; it doubleth bat my woe. 
And whenT hear the ſound of Song or Inſtrument, 
Methinke eche tune there dolefull is, and helps or” to La- 
And if I ſfe ſome have theyre moſt deſyred ſyghte, 
Alas! thynke I, eche Man hath weale fave I moſt wo- 
LPS 880 1 | full wyghte. 


Then 


1 


wad ke. 


5 . * wh 
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Then as the ſtricken Deere, withdrawes himſelf alone, 
So do I ſeeke ſome ſecret place, where I may make my 


(moane. 


There do my flowing Eyes ſhew fourthe my melting 


(hart, 


2 So the Stremes of thoſe two welles, right well declare 


(my ſmart. 


F And in thoſe Cares ſo could I force my {elf a heate, 


As ſicke men in theyr ſhaking fittes procure themſelfe to 
= (ſweate. 


9 With thoughtes that for the tyme do much appeaſe my 


| | (payne, 
But yet they cauſe a farther feare, and brede my wo 


(agayne. 


Methinke within my thought 1 ſee right playne appere 


My hartes delight, my ſorowes lethe, myne earthly 
| (. goddeſſe here, 
With every ſundry grace that J have ſeene her have, 
Thus I within my wofull breſt her picture paynt and 
5 rave; 
And in my thought I role her beauties too and 905 
Her laughing chere, her lively looke, my heart that 
. V (perced ſo. 
Her ſtrangeneſ when I ſued her ſervaunt for to be, 
And what ſhe ſayde, and how ſhe ſmylde when that ſhe 
Then comes a ſodayne feare that rueth all my reſt, | 
Leſt abſence cauſe forgetfulnes to finke within her breſt. 
For when I thinke how fatre this earth doth us divyde, 
Alas, me ſemes love throws me downe, I fele how that 
| | phos {ide .; 
But when I thinke agayne, why ſhould I thus Mets; | 
So ſwete a wight, { ſad and wiſe, that is ſo true and 


| Gut. 
For loth ſhe was to love, and wavering is ſhe not, i | 
The farther off the more deſyrde, thus lovers ck, 


I 


» So 


24 SONGES miSONETTES. 


So in diſpayre and hoape plunged am I both up and 3 


(downe, 


As is the Ship with wind and wave, when Neptune liſt 


5 (to frowne. 
But as the watery ſhowers delay the raging wind, 


So doth good hoape cleane put away diſpayre out of my © 


; | (mynde; 
And byddes for to ſerve and ſuffer patiently, 


For what wot J the after weale that fortune willes to ” | 
5 pr. 5 (me. 

For thoſe that care do knowe and taſted have of trouble, 

When paſſed is theyr wofull payne eche joy ſhall ſeme 


5 | - (them double: 
And bytter ſendes ſhe now to make me taſte the better, 


The pleaſant ſwete when that it comes to make it ſeem 
| (the ſweter. | 


And ſo determine I to ſerve until my Breath, 


| Yea rather dye a thouſand times than once to falſe my 
| (fayth. | 


And if my coole corps through weight of wofull ſmart, 


Do fayle or faint, my will it is that {till ſhe kepe my hart, | 


And when this Carcas here to earth ſhall be refard, 
I do bequeath my weried ghoſt to ſerve her afterward. 


The meanes to attayne happy lyfe. 


N the thinges that doe attayne 
The happy lyfe, be theſe I fynde, 
The riches left, not got with payne, 

The fruitfull grounde, the quiet mynde, 
The egall frend no grudge no ſtrife, 

No charge of rule nor governaunce ; 
Without diſeaſe the healthful lyfe, 

The houſhold of continuance. 

The meant dyet no delicate fare, 

True wiſedomejoynde with ſimpleneſſe; 
The night diſcharged of all care, 

Where wine the witte may not oppreſſe. 


The 
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The faithfull wyfe without debate, 
Such ſlepe as may beguile the night, 
Contented with thine one eſtate, 
Ne wiſh for death, ne feare his might. 


Prayſe of menue and C607 ant eſtate. 


F thy lyfe Thomas, this compaſſe well marke 

Not aye with full ſailes the hye ſeas to beate, 
Ne by coward dred, in ſhonning ſtormes darke, 
On ſhallowe ſhores thy keel in perill fret. | 


: > | Who ſo gladly halſeth the golden meane, 


Voide of daungers adviſedly hath his home, 
Not with lothſome mueke as a den uncleane, 
Nor palace like, whereat diſdayne may glome. 
The lofty pyne the great wind often rives, 

With violenter ſwey falne turrets ſtepe, | 
Lightnings aſſaure the high mountaines and clives, 
A hart well ſtayde, in overthwartes depe, 
Hoapeth amendes, in ſwete, doth feare the ſower, 
God that ſendeth, withdraweth winter ſharpe, 
No will not aye thus, once Phebus to lowre, 
With bowe unbent, ſhall cefle and frame to harpe, 
His voyce in ſtrayte eſtate appeare thou ſtoute 
And ſo wiſely, when lucky gale of winde 
All thy pult ſayles ſhall fill, looke well about, 
Take in a rift, haſt is waſt, proofe doth finde. 


Praiſes of certain Pſalmes of David Tranſlated 
by Sr T. W. the elder. 


27 E great Macedon, that out of Perſic chaſed 
Darius, of whoſe huge powers all Aſie rong, 
In the riche arke Dan Homers rimes he placed, 
Wo feigned geſtes of heathen princes ſong, 

What holy grave, what worthy ſepulchre I 
To wyates pſalmes ſhould chriſtians then purchaſe; 
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Where he doth paint the lyvely faith and pure, 
The ſtedfaſt hope the ſweete returne to grace. 
Of juſt David by perfite penitence, 
Where rulers may ſee in a myrrour clear, 
The bytter fruite of falſe concupiſcence, 
How Jewry bought Urias death ful deare. 
In princes hartes Gods ſcourge imprinted depe, 
Ought them awake out of their ſinfull ſlepe. 


Of the Death of the ſame Sr T. W. 


D thy death do dyverſly bemone, 

Some that in preſence of thy livelihed 
Lurked, whoſe breſtes envy with hate had 

F (\wolne, 

Yield Ceaſars feares upon Pompeus hed, 1 
Some that watched with the murderers knife, : 

- With eager thyrſt to drinke thy Suse blood, ; 
Whoſe practiſe brake by happy end of lyfe, 
With envious teares to hear thy fame fo good, 1 
But I, that knew what harbred in that hed 1 
What vertues rare were tempred in that breſt, F 
Honour the place that ſach a Jewel tred,  _ 
And kiſſe the ground whereas the corps doth reſt, _ 

| With vapourd eyes, from whence ſuch ſtreames avayte, 

Z As Pyramus did on Thisbes breſt bewayle. ws 

- | ITE 4 | 


| * 


EE of the ſame. 


YAT reſteth here, that quicke.could never reſt, 
Whoſe heavenly gyftes encreaſeth by diſdayne, 

And vertue ſanke the deper in his breſt, 

Such profit he by envy could obtayn. _ 

A hed, where wiſdome miſteries did frame, 

Whoſe hammers bet ſtyll in that lively braine, 

As on a ſtythe, where that ſome worke of fame 

Was dayly wrought, to turne to Britaines gayne, 
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A viſage ſterne, and milde, where both did growe, 


Vyce to contemne, in vertue to rejoyce : 
Amyd great ſtormes, whom grace aſſured ſo, 
To live upright, and ſmile at fortunes choyce. 

A hand, that taught what might be ſayd in ryme 
That reft Chaucer the glory of his wit. | 
A marke, the which (unparfited, for time) 
Some may approche, but never none ſhall hit. 

A tong, that ſerved in forein realmes his King, 

Whoſe coarteous talke to vertue did inflame, 
Eche noble hart, a woorthy guyde to bring 
Our engliſh youth, by travayle unto fame. 
An eye whoſe judgment none affect could blind, 
Friendes to allure and foes to reconcyle; 
Whoſe piercing looke did repreſent a mynde 
With vertue fraught, repoſed voyde of guyle. 

A hart, where dreade was never ſo impreſt, 


To hyde the thought, that might the trouth 


(avaunce 


In neyther fortune loſt, nor yet repreſt, 


To ſwell in welth, or yield unto miſchaunce, 
A valiant corps, where force and beauty met, 
Happy, alas ! too happy, but for foes, 
Lived, and ran the race, that nature ſer, 
Of manhodes ſhape, whereſhe the mold did loſe. 
But when to the heavens that ſimple ſoule is fled 
Which left with ſuch, as covet Chriſt to knowe, 
Witneſs of faith, that never ſhal be dead; 


Sent for our health, but not received fo. 


Thus for our gilt, this jewel have we loſt, 


The earth his bones, the heavens poſſeſſe his ghoſt. 


Of the ſame. 


I N the rude age when knowledge was not tyfe, 
I Hf Jove in Crete and other were that taught, 
Arts to convert to profite of our lyfe, 


Wend after death to have theyr temples ſonght, 
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If vertue yet no voyde unthankfull tymes, 
Fayled of ſome to blaſt her endleſs fame, 

A goodly meane both to deterre from crime, 
And to her ſteppes our ſequele to enflame : 

In dayes of truth if Wyates frendes then wayle, 
Thi only det that dead or quick may clayme, 
That rare wit ſpent, employed to our avayle, 
Where Chriſt is taught we led to vertues trayne. 
His lively face their breaftes how did it freat, 
Whoſe cyndres yet, with envy they do eate. 


Of Sardanapalus diſbonorabis life, and miſerable i 
2 death. x 


Haſſirian King in peace, with foule deſyre, ; 
Ar d filthy luſtes, that ſtaynde his regall hart. 3 
In warre that ſhould ſet princely heartes on fyre, 3 
Did yeld, vanquiſht for want of marcial arte, Mo 
The dynt of ſwordes from kifles ſemed ſtrange, > L 
And harder, than his ladies ſyde, his targe, = 
From glutton feaſtes, to ſouldiers fare, a change, 
His helmet, farre above a garlandes charge, 
Who ſcaſe the name of manhood did retaine, 
Drenched in flouth, and womanniſh delight, 
Feble of ſprite, impacient of payne, 
When he had loſt his honour, and his right 
Proud time of wealth, in ſtormes appalled with dread, 
Murthered himſelfe, to ſhew ſome manfull dede. 


4 A CS NIST Wee Se Se Me 


How no ape is content with bis owne eftate, and 
how the age of Children is the happieſt if they 
bad ſkill 70 underſtand it. ; | 


Ayd in my quiet bed, in ſtudy as I were 
I ſaw within my troubled head, a heap of thoughts 


EE : . (appear, 
And every theught did ſhew fo lively in myne eyes, 


That row I fight, and then I ſmilde, as cauſe of 
8 (thoughtes did ryſe. 
LT: 
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I ſaw the little boy, in thought how oft that he 
Did wiſhe of god, to ſcape the rod, a tall young was: 
8 to be, 

The young man eake that feles his bones with paines 

c | (oppreſt 
How he would be a riche old man, to live and lye at reſt : 
The riche olde man that ſees his end draw on ſo ſore, 
How he would be a boy againe to live ſo much the more. 
Whereat full oft I ſmylde, to ſee how all theſe three, 

= From boy to man, from man to boy, would chop and 

# | (change degree. 
And muſing thus, I think, the caſe is very ſtrange, 
That man from wealth, to live in wo, doth ever ſeke to 

| | (change, 
Thus thoughtfull as I lay, I ſawe my withered skyn, 
How it doth ſhew my dented chewes, the fleſh was 
( worn ſo thin, 
And eke my totheleſs chaps, the gates of my right way, 
That opes and ſhuttes, as Ido ſpeak, do thus unto me ſay; 
The white and horiſh heres, the meſſengers of age, | 
That ſhew like lines of true belief, that this life doth 
| | (l.aſſwage, 
Biddes the lay hand, and feele them hanging on thy chin. 
The which doth write to Ages paſt, the third now com- 
| ing in, 

Hang up therefore the bitte, of thy yong _ Re 
And thou that therein beaten art, the happieſt life defyne: f 
Wherat I ſighed, and ſayde, farewell my wonted toye, 

Truſſe up thy packe, and trudge from me to ee 

| 3 | oy, 
And tell them thus from me, their time moſt happy is, 


If to theyr time they reaſon had, to know the 9965 of 
TH: . | this, 
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Honum eft mibi quod humiliaſti me. 


TH E ſtormes are paſt, theſe cloudes are over blowne, 
And humble chere, great vigour hath repreſt, 
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For the defaulte is ſet apayne for knowne, 
And patience graft in a determed breſt. "20 
: And in the heart where heapes of griefes were growne, 
43 | The ſwete revenge has planted mirth and reſt, 3 
N No company ſo pleaſant as mine owne, 
Thraldom at large, hath made this priſon free, 
Danger well paſt remembred workes delight, 
Of lingering doubles ſuche hope is ſprong pardie, 
That nought I finde diſpleaſant in my fight, | 
But when my glaſſe preſented unto me, 
The cureleſs wound that bledeth day and night, 
To think (alas) ſuch hap ſhould graunted be; 
 __ Unto a wretch that hath ſo oft been ſhed, 
| For britannes ſake (alas) and now is ded. 


Exbortation to learne by others trouble. 


MI Ratclif, when thy recheleſſe youth offendes, 
Receive thy ſcourge by others chaſetiſement, 
For ſuch calling, when it woorkes none amendes - 
Then plages are ſent without advertiſement : 
| Yer Salomon ſayd, the wronged ſhall recare, 

But Wyar ſaid true, the ſcarre doth aye endure. 


The fanſ/ie of a wearied lover. 


HE fanſy, which that J have ſerved long, 

That hath alway been enemy to myne caſe, 
Semed of late to rue upon my wrong, | 
And badde me flye the cauſe of my miſcaſe. 

And I furthwith did preaſe out of the throng, 

That thought by flight my painfull heart to pleaſe 

Some other way, till I ſaw faith more ſtrong, 

And to my ſelf I ſaid, alas, thoſe dayes 1 
In vain were ſpent, to runne the race ſo long. | 
And with that thought, I met my guyde, that plaine, 
Out of the way wherein I wandered wrong, 
Brought me amiddes the hilles in baſe Bullayne, 
Wherein 1 am now, as reſtles to remayn, 
Againſt my will, full pleaſed with my payn. 
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Here Begineth Sir T. J/jattes Woorkes: 


Te lover for ſhamefaſineſſe hideth his deſire with- 
= in his faithful heart. 


HE long love, that in my thought I harber 
And in my heart doth kepe his reſidence, 

Into my face preaſeth with bold pretence, 
And there campeth, diſplaying his banner; 
She that me learnes to love, and to fuffer, 
And willes that my truſt, and luſtes negligence 
Be reyned by reaſon, ſhame, and reverence 
With his hardineſſe takes diſpleaſure, 
Wherewith love to the hartes foreſt he fleeth, 
Leaving his enterpriſe with paine and crye, 
And there him hideth and not appeareth, 
What may I do? when my maiſter feareth. : 
Bur in the field with him to live and dye, 
For good is the lyfe, ending faithfully. 


The lover waxeth wyſer, and will not dye for 
affection, 


ET was I never of your love agreved, 5 
Nor never ſhall, whyle that my life dothlaſt ; 
But of hating my ſelf, that date is paſt, 
And teares continual ſore hath me weried : 
I will not yet in my greave be buried, 
Nor on my tombe your name have fixed faſt, 
As cruel cauſe, phat did my ſprite ſoon haſt, 
From th*unhappie bones by great ſyghes ſtyred; 
Then if an heart of amorous faith and wil 
Content your mind withouten doing grief, 
_ Pleaſe it you ſo to this to do relief, 
If otherwyſe you ſeke for to fulfyll . 
Lour wrath, you erre, and ſhal not as you wene, 
And you your ſelf the cauſe thereof have bene. 


The 
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The abuſed lover ſeeth his foly and entendeth to 


| truſt no more, N 


To fyle a fyle for any ſmithes entent, 

As I was made a fyling Inſtrument; 

To frame other, while that I was begyled, 

But reaſon loe, hath at my foly ſmyled, 

And pardoned me, fins that I me repent, 

Of my laſt yeres, and of my tyme miſpent. 
For youth led me,and falſhod me miſguyded, 

Yet, this truſt 1 have of great apparance, 

Sins that deceyt is aye returnable, 

Of very force it is agreable, 

That therwithall be done the recompence, 

Then gyle begiled, plain'd ſhould be never 

And the reward is little truſt for ever. : 


W 8 never fyle yet halfe ſo well yfyled, 


The lover deſcribeth his being ſtricken with ſehr 
; F his Love. 


2 lively ſparkes, that iſſue from thoſe Eyes, 
Againſt the which there vaileth no defence, 
Have perſt my hart, and done it none offence,  . 
With quaking pleaſure, more than once or twiſe 
Was never man could any thing devyſe, 
Sunne beames to turne with ſo great vehemence 
To daſe mans ſight, as by their bright preſence ; 
Daſed am I, much lyke unto the gyſe, 
Of one ſtriken with dint of lightening, 
Blind with the ſtroke, and crying here and there 
So call I for help, I not when or where, 

The payn of my fall paciently bearing. 
For ſtreight After the blaſe (as is no wonder) 
Of deadly noyſe heare I the fearfull thunder. 


2 {] 
"+ 
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The wavering lover willeth and dreadeth to move 
| bis deſire. 


89 CH vayn thought, as wonted to miſleade me 


In deſert hope by well aflured mone, 
Makes me from company to live alone, | 
In folowing her, whom reaſon biddes me flee, 
And after her my heart would fain be gone, 

But armed fighes my way do ſtop anone, 

Twixt hope and dreade locking my libertie, 

So fleeth ſhe by gentle crueltie, 

Yet as I geaſſe under diſdainfull brow, 

One beam of truthe is in her cloudy looke, 

Which comfortes the mind, that earſt for fear ſhooke 
That bolded ſtrayght, the way then ſeeke I how 

To utter furth the ſmart J hyde within, 

But ſuch it is, I not how to begin. 


The lover having dreamed enjoying of his love, 
complaineth that the dreame is not either 
longer or truer, | 


] Nſtable dreame according to the place, 
Be ſtedfaſt ones, or els at leaſt be true, 
By taſted ſweetneſſe, make me not to rew, 


Buy good reſpect in ſuch a dangerous caſe. 


Thou broughteſt not her into theſe toſſing ſeas, 
But madeſt my ſpirit to live, my care tencreaſe, 
My body in tempeſt her delight tembrace, 


The body dead, the ſpryte had his deſire, 
Painleſſe was th'one, the other in delight, 


Why then, alas! did it not kepe it right, 

But thus returne to leape into the fyer. | 
And where it was at with, could notremaine, _ 
Such mockes of dreames do turn to deadly payne, 


The 
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The abuſed. lover ſeeth bis foly and entendeth to 


| truſt no more. a 


WW: S never fyle yet halfe ſo well yfyled, 

To fyle a fyle for any ſmithes entent, 

As I was made a fyling Inſtrument, 

To frame other, while that I was begyled, 

But reaſon loe, hath at my foly ſmyled, 

And pardoned me, fins that I me repent, 

Of my laſt yeres, and of my tyme miſpent. 
For youth led me,and falſhod me miſguyded, 

Yet, this truſt 1 have of great apparance, 

Sins that deceyt is aye returnable, 

Of very force it is agreable, 

That therwithall be done the recompence, 

Then gyle begiled, plain'd ſhould be never 

And the reward is little truſt for ever. 


| The lover deſcribeth his being ſtricken with ſight 
of his Love. 


4 lively ſparkes, that iſſue from thoſe Eyes, 
Againſt the which there vaileth no defence, 
Have perſt my hart, and done it none offence, , 
With quaking pleaſure, more than once or twiſe 

Was never man could any thing devyſe, 

Sunne beames to turne with ſo great vehemence | 
Jo daſe mans ſight, as by their bright preſence 
 Daſed am I, much lyke unto the gyſe, 

Of one ſtriken with dint of lightening, | 

Blind withtheſtroke, and crying here and there 

So call I for help, I not when or where, ; 

The payn of my fall paciently bearing. 

For ſtreight after the blaſe (as is no wonder) 

Of deadly noyſe heare I the fearfull thunder. 


The 
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The wavering lover willeth and dreadeth to move 
bis deſire, 


OUCH vayn thought, as wonted to miſleade me 
8 In deſert hope by well aſſured mone, 

Makes me from company to live alone, 

In folowing her, whom reaſon biddes me flee, 

And after her my heart would fain be gone, 

But armed ſighes my way do ſtop anone, 

Twixt hope and dreade locking my libertie, 

So fleeth ſhe by gentle crueltie, | 

Yet as I geaſſe under diſdainfull brow, 

One beam of truthe is in her cloudy looke, 

Which comfortes the mind, that earſt for fear ſhooke 
That bolded ſtrayght, the way then ſeeke I how 
To utter furth the ſmart I hyde within, 

Burt ſuch it is, I not how to begin. 


The lover having dreamed enjoying of his love, 
complaineth that the dreame is not either 
longer or truer, | 1 


1-4 dreame according to the place, 

Be ſtedfaſt ones, or els at leaſt be true, 

By taſted ſweetneſſe, make me not to rew, 

By good reſpe& in ſuch a dangerous caſe. _ 
Thou broughteſt not her into theſe tofling ſeas, 
But madeſt my ſpirit to live, my care tencreaſe, 
My body in tempeſt her delight tembrace, 

The body dead, the ſpryte had his deſire, 
Painleſſe was th'one, the other in delight, 

Why then, alas! did it not kepe it right, 

But thus returne to leape into the fyer. 
And where it was at wiſh, could not remaine, 
Such mockes of dreames do turn to deadly payne, 


The 


ö 
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The Louer unhappy, biddeth happy Louers rejoice 
in May, while he wayleth that Month to him 


moſt unluc kely. 


YE that in loue find lucke and {wete abundance, 
And live in luſt of joyful jolitie, _ 
Aryſe for ſhame, do way your {luggardy, 

. Ariſe, I ſay, do May ſome obſervance, 
Let me in beds lye dreaming of miſchaunce, 
Let me remember my miſhappes,unhappy, 
That me betide in May moſt. commonly. 

As one whome love lift little to advance. 
Stephan ſaid true, that my nativitie - 
Miſchaunced was with the ruler of May: 
He geſt (I prove) of that the veritie, 

In May my welth, and eke my wittes, I ay, 
Have itand ſo oft in ſuch-perplexitie, 

Joy, let me dreame of your felicitie. 


The Lover confeſſeth bimſelf in Love with Phillis, 


F waker care, if ſodayne pale colour, | 
If many ſighes with little Specche to plaine, 

Now joy, now wo, if they my chere diſtaine, 
For hope of ſmal, if much to feare therefore, 
To haſt or ſlacke, my pace to leſſe, or more 
Be ſygne of love, then do I love againe: 
If thou aske home, ſure ſyns I did refraine, 
Brunet that ſet my welth in ſuch a rore. 
Th'unfained chere of Phyllis hath the place 
That Brunet had, ſhe hath and eyer ſhall, 
She from my ſelf now hath me in her grace, 
She hath in hand my wit, my will and all. 
My heart alone wel woorthy ſhe doth ſtay, 
Without whoſe helpe skant do I live a day. 
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Of others fained ſorow, and the lovers fained 


_mirth. 


Eſar when that the Traitour of Egipt 
C With t'honorable head did him preſent | 
Covering his heartes gladneſſe, did repreſent 

Playne with his teares outward, as it 1s writ, 

Eke Hanniball, when fortune him out thit 

Clene from his reigne, and all his entent, 

Laught to his folke, whom ſorow did torment, 

His cruel diſpite for to diſgorge and quit, 

So chaunced me, that every paſſion 

The mynd hydeth by colour contrary, 

With fained viſage, now ſad, now wery, 

Whereby if that I laugh at any Seaſon, 

It is becauſe I have none other way 8 

To cloake my care, but under ſporte and play. 


OF change in minde. 


Che man me tel'th, I change moſt my deviſe, 
And on my faith, methinke it good reaſon ; 

'To chaunge purpoſe, like after the ſeaſon, 
For in eche caſe to kepe till one-guiſe + 
Is mete for them, that would be taken wyſe, 
And Iam not of ſuch maner condicion, 
But treated after a divers faſnioeoCn | 
And thereupon my diverſeneſſe doth ryſe, , nt 
Bur you this diverſeneſſe that blamen moſt, 1 


—̃ ———— 
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Change you no more, but Kill after one rate, : 


Treate you me welle, and łepe you in that State, = 
And while with me doth dwell this weried ghoſt, . | | 
My woord nor I ſhall not be variable, - 1 
But always one, your own both firm and ſtable. 


46 SONGES and SONETTE S. 


How the lover periſbeth in bis delight, as the ye 3 


in the fer. 


Againſt the ſunne their eyes for to defend, 
And ſome becauſe the-light doth them offend, 
Never appere, but in the darke or Night : 
Others rejoyce, to ſee the fire ſo bright, 
And wene to play in it, as they pretend, 

But fynd contrary of it, as they entende, 
Alas of that ſort, may I be by right. 

For to withſtand her looke I am not able, 

Yet can I not hyde me in no darke place, 

So foloweth me remembrance of that face; 
That with my teary eyen, ſwolne, and unſtable, 
My deſteny to behold her doth me leade, 
And yet I know Irunne into the glead. 


Againſt his tong that failed to utter bis Suites. 


pe” {till kept thee fro lyes and blame, 
And to my power alwayes the honowred, 
Unkind tongue, to yll haſt thou me rendred, 

For ſuch deſert to do me wreke and ſhame. 

In nede of ſuccour moſt when that I am | 
To ask he rewarde, thou ſtandes lyke one afrayde, 
Alway moſt cold, and if one word be ſayd, 

As in a dreame, unperfit is the ſame ; Hep 
And ye ſalt teares, againſt my will each night, 
That are with me when I would be alone, 

Then are ye gone, when I ſhould make my mone, 
And ye ſo ready ſighes, to make me ſhright, | 


Then are ye ſlacke, when that ye ſhoulde outſtart, 2 


P 


And only doth my loke declare my hart. 


* 


07 ME fowles there-be that have no perfite Sight, 
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Deſcription of the contrarious paſſions in a louer. 


2M Fynde no peace, and all my warre is done, 
1 I feare and hope, I burne, and freſe lyke yſe, 
I fiye aloft, yet can I not aryſe, - 
And nought I have, andall the world I ſeaſon, 
That lockes nor loſeth, holdeth me in priſon, 
And holdes me not, yet can I ſcapeno wyſe, 
Nor lettes me live, nor dye, at my deuyſe, 
And yet of death it geueth me occaſion, 
Without eye I ſee, without tongue I playne, 

T wiſh to periſh, yet I aske for health, 

I love another, and J hate my ſelfe, 

I fede me in ſorow, and laugh in all my payne. 
Lo, thus diſpleaſeth me, both death and lite, 
And my delight is cauſer of this ſtrife. 


The louer compareth his ſtate to a ſhippe in perilous 
ſtorme toſſed on the ſea. 


Y gally charged with forgetfulneſſe, | 
Through ſharpe ſeas, in winter nightes doth 
| (paſſe, 
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Twene rocke, and rocke, and eke my foe (alas) 
That is my lord, ſtereth with cruelneſſe. 

And every houre, a thought in readineſle, 

As though that death wer light in ſuch a caſe, 
And endlefle wynde doth teare the ſayle apace 

Of forced ſighes and truſty fearfulneſſe: 

A rayne of teares, a cloude of darke diſdayne, 
Have done the weried coardes great hinderance ; 
Wretched with errour, and with ignorance, 

The ſtarres be hidde, that lead me to this payne. 
Drounde is reaſon that ſhoulde be my comforte, 
And I remayne, diſparing of the porte. 


NN COLES TWO 
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F deubiful lone. 


Vyſing the bright beames of thoſe fayre eyes, 
Where he abides that mine oft moyſtes and y” 
5 | et 
The wearied mynde ftreight from the heart departeth, 
To reſt within his worldly Paradyſe; 

And bitter findes the ſwete, under his gyſe, : 
What webbes there he hath wrought, well he Ped. 


Wherby then with hymſelfe on love he playneth, 
That ſpurs with fyre, and brydleth eke with yſe: 
In ſuch extremitie thus is he brought, 
Frozen now cold, and now he ſtandes in flame, 
Twixt wo and wealth, bewixt earneſt and gaine, 
With ſeldome glad, and many a divers thought; 
In ſore repentance of his hardineſle, 
Of ſuch a roote loe commeth frute fruteleſſe. 


* 


The louer ſheweth how he is forſaken of ſuch as be 
ometime emayed, © 


HE flee from me, that ſometime did we ſeke, 
With naked fote ſtalking within my chamber, 
Once have I ſene them gentle, tame, and meke, 
That now are wyld, and do not once remember. 
That ſometime they have put themſelves in danger, 
To take bread at my hand, and now they range, 
Buſely ſeking in continual change. . | 
Thanked be fortune, it hath been otherwyſe, 
Twenty tymes better, but once eſpeciall, 
In thine aray, after a pleaſaunt gyſe, 
When her looſe gowne did from her ſhoulders fall, 
And ſhe me caught in her armes long and ſmall; 
And therwithall, ſo ſwetely did me kyle, . 
And ſoftly ſayd, dear hearte, how like you this? 


Is 
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It was no dreame, for I lay brode awaking, 
But all is turned now through my gentleneſle, 
Into a bitter faſhion of forſaking, 

And I have leave to goe of her goodneſſe; 

And ſhe alſo to uſe new fangleneſſe, 

But, ſyns that I unkendly ſo am ſerved, 

How like you this, what hath ſhe now deſerved : 


The Lady to aunſwere direfly with yea or nay. 
VI Ones; withouten many woordes, 

[ Once I am ſure, you will, or no: 

And if you will, then leaue your boordes, 

And uſe your wit, and ſhew it ſlo. 

For with a beck you fhall me call, 

And if of one, that burnes alwaye, 

Ye have pitie, or ruth at all, . 

Aunſwere him faire with ye or nay, 

If it be nay, frendes as before, a 


You ſhall an other man obtayne, 
And I myne own, and yours no more. 


Th his loue whom be had kiſſed againſt ber wil. 


Las, madame, for ſtealing of a kiſſe, 
Y Have I ſo much your mind therin offended ? 
Or have I done fo grievouſly amiſſe, 
That by no meanes it may not be amended ? 
Revenge you then, the readieſt way 1sthis 
Another kiſſe my life it ſhall have ended, 
For, to my mouth the firſt my hart did ſucke, 
The next ſhall cleane out of my breſt it plucke. 


Of the iealons man that Iened the ſume woman, 


and eſpied this other ſrneing with her. 3 


135 E wandering gadling in the ſommer tyde, 
That findes the adder with his rechles foote, 
Startes not diſmayde ſo ſodenly aſyde, 

As jealous deſpite did, though ther wer no boote: 
e | | When 
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When that he ſaw me ſitting by her ſyde, 

That of my health is very crop and roote. 

It pleaſed me then to have ſo faire a grace, 

Jo ſting the hart, that would have had my place. 


To his loue from whom be had his gloves. 


Al this cannot make me reſtore my pray, 

To robbe your good, ywis is not my mynde, 
Nor cauſelefſe your fair hand did I diſplay, 

Let love be judge, or els whom next we finde, 

That may both heare what you and I can fay, 
She reft my hart, and I a glove from her, 
Let us ſee then, if one be worth the other. 


Of the fayned frend. 


| Yght true it is, and ſayd full yore ago, 

Take hede of him that by the back thee claweth : 
For none is worſe than is a frendly fo, 1 
Though thee ſeme good, all thing that the deliteth, 
Yet know it well, that in thy boſome crepeth, 
For many a Man ſuch fire oft times he kindleth, 
That with the blaſe his beard himſelfe he ſingeth. 


The louer tanght, miſtruſteth alurements. 


Laer be good lyke it who liſt, 

But Ido doubt who can me blame? 

For oft aſſured, yer have Imiſt, 

And now againe I fear the ſame : 

The woordes, that from your mouth laſt came, 
Of ſodeyn change make me agaſt, _ 

For dread to fall, I ſtand. not faſt, 


HA T nedes theſe threatning wordes, and waſted 
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Alas! I tread an endles maſe, 
That ſeke t accord two contraries 
And hope thus ſtill, and nothing haſe, 
Impriſoned in liberties, 

As one unheard, and ſtill that cries, 
Always thirſty, and nought doth taſte, 
For dread to fall I ſtand not faſt. 

Aſſured I doubt I be nat ſure, 
Should I then truſt unto ſuch ſuretie, 
That oft hath put the profe in ure 
And never yet have found it truſtie. 
Nay, for in ir ig oo were great folly; 

e thus do I waſt, 
For dread to fall I ſtand not faſt. 


51 


The louer complaineth that his loue doth not 


hbitis him. 


* 


Eſounde my voyce ye woods, me heare me plain; 
Both hils and vales cauſing reflection, 

And rivers eke, record ye of my payne, 

Which have oft forced ye by compaſſion, 

As judges lo to heare my exclamacion, 

Among whom ruth (I finde) yet doth remayne, 

Where I it ſeke, alas! there is diſdayne. 

Oft ye rivers, to heare my wofull ſound, _ 
Have ſtopt your cours, and playnly to expreſſe, 
Many a teare by moyſture of the ground, 

The earth hath wept to hear my heavineſſe, 
Which cauſeleſſe I endere without redreſſes, 
The hugy okes have roared in the wynde, 


Eche thing me thought, complayning in their kind. 


Why then alas! doth not ſhe on me rue, 
Or is her heart ſo hard that no pittie, 
May in it ſinke, my joy for to renew; 

O ſtony hart, who hath thus framed thee 
So cruel, that art cloked with beuaty, 
That from thee may no grace to me proceede, 
But as reward, death for to be mv me Je. 


E 2 
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The louer rejoyſeth againſt fortune that by hindering 
his fuite had happely made him forſake hig folly. © 


| {> faith IT wote not what to ſay, _ 1 
Thy chaunces been ſo wonderous, | 
Thou fortune with thy divers play, E | 
That makeſt the joyfull dolorous, 3 
Yet though thy chaine hath me enwrapt, 
Spyte of thy hap, hap hath well hapt, 
- Though thou haſt ſet me for a wonder, I 
And ſekeſt by change to doe me payne, 4” 
Mens myndes yet mayſt thou not ſo order, | 

For honeſtie if it remayne, 

Shall ſhine for al thy cloudy rayne ; 
In vayne thou ſekeſt to have me trapt, 
Spyte of thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 


In hindering me, me didft thou furthur, 4 
And made a gap, where was a ſtyle, * N 


Cruel wiles been oft put under, 

Wening to lower, then didſt thou ſmy le 
Lord, how thy ſelf thou diſt begyle, 
That in thy cares would have me wrapt, 
But ſpyte of hap, hap hath well hapt. 


A Renouncing of hardelie eſcaped loue. 


Arewell the hard of cruelty, 

Though that with payn my liberty, 
Deare have I bought, and wofully, - : 
Finiſht my fearefull tragedy.  - 
Of force I muſt forſake ſuch pleaſure, 
A good cauſe juſt, fins J indure, -+ 
Therby my wo, which be ye ſure, 
Shall therwith go me to recure. 

I fare as one eſcapt that fleeth, 


Glad he is gone, and yet ſtyll feareth, 
fie 


5 


Spied to be caught and ſo dredeth 
That he for nought his pain leſeth 
In joyfull payn, rejoyce my hart, 
Thus to ſuſtayn of eche a part. 
Let not this Song from thee aſtart, 
Welcome among my pleaſant ſmart. 


The louer to his bed, with deſcribing of his u 


State. 


+: E reſtfull place, renuer of my ſmart, 
The labours ſalve encreaſing my ſorow, 
The bodies eaſe, and troubler of my hart, 
Quieter of minde, myne unquiet foe, 
Forgeatter of payne, rememberer of my woe, 
The place of ſlepe, wherein I do but wake, 
Beſprent with teares, my bed, I the forſake, 
The froſty ſnowes may not redreſſe my heate, 
Nor, theate of Sunne abate my fervent cold, 
I know nothing to caſe my paine ſo great 
Eche cure cauſeth encreaſe by twenty fold, 


| Renewing cares upon my ſorrowes old, 


Such overthwart effectes in me they make, 
Beſprent with teares, my bed for to forſake. 
But all for nought, I find no better eaſe, 

In bed or out, this moſt cauſeth my paine, 
Where do I ſeek how beſt that I may pleaſe, 
My loſt labour (alas) is all in vayne, 
My heart once ſet, I cannot it refrayne, 
No place from me my grief away can take, 


Wherefore with teares, my bed I thee forſake. 
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Compariſon of love, to a ſtræame falling from 
„„ 


= pI hye hilles as when a ſpring doth fall, 
It trilleth downe with ſtill and ſuttle courſe, 

Of this and that, it gathers aye and ſhall, 

Till it have juſt downe flowed to ſtreame and force, 
Then at the foote it rageth over all: | 

So fareth lone, when he hath tane a courſe, 

Rage 1s his rayne, Reſiſtance vayleth none, 

The firſt eſchue is remedy alone. 


Il pates complaint upon love to yeaſon, with. 


loues aunſwere, 


INE old dere enmy, my froward maiſter, 
: A fore that Quene, I cauſde to, be acyted, 
Which holdeth the divine part of our nature, 
That like as golde, in fyre he mought be tryed. 
Charged with a dolour, there Ime preſented 
With horrible feare, as one that greatly dreadeth 
A wrongfull death, and Juſtice alway ſeketh. 

And thus I ſayd "Ps my left foote, Madame, 
When I was yong, I ſet within his raigne ; 
Whereby other then fyrely burning flame, 

I never felt, but many a grievous, paine, 
Torment I ſuftred anger and diſdayne: 
That mine oppreſſed pacience was paſt, 
And I mine owne mk mans at the laſt. 

Thus hitherto have I my tyme paſſed 
In paine and ſmart, What wayes is profitable, 
How many pleaſant dayes have me eſcaped, 

In ſerving this falſe lyer ſo deceivable? 

What wit have wordes ſo preſt and force able, 
That may containe my great mishappineſle ? 
And juſt complaintes of his ungentleneſle ? 


* hs 
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So ſmall hony, much aloes, and gall, 
In bitterneſſe, my blinde life hath ytaſted 
His falſe ſemblance, that turneth as a ball, | 


With faire and amorous daunce, made me be traced, 


And Where I had my thought and minde araced, 
From earthly fraylneſſe, and from vaine pleaſure. 
Me from my reſt he tooke and ſet in errour. 
God made he me regardlefle, than Iought, 
And to my ſelfe to take right little hede: | 
And for a woman have I ſet at nought, 
Al other thoughtes, in this only to ſpede, 
And he was onely counſeler of this dede. - 
Whetting alwayes my youthly fraile deſyre, 
On cruel whetſtone, tempered with fire. 
But (oh alas!) where had I ever wit? 
Or other gift geven to me of nature ? 


That ſooner ſhal be changed my weried ſprite, 


Then the obſtinate will, that is my 1uler, 

So robbeth he my fredome with diſpleaſure, 

This wicked traytour, whom I thus accuſe, 

That bitter life hath turned in pleaſant uſe, 

He hath me haſted. throuh divers regions, 
Through deſert woodes, and ſharpe hy mountaines, | 
Through froward people, and through bitter paſſions, 
Through rocky ſeas, and ouer hilles and plaines: 

With wery travel, and with laborous paynes, 

Alwayes in trouble and in tediouſneſſe, 

All in errour, and daungerous diſtreſſe. 

But nother he, nor ſhe, my tother foe, 

For all my flight did ever me forſake ; 

That though my timely death hath been toſlowe 
That me as yet, it hath not overtake: 

The heavenly Gods of pitie doe it flake, 


And note they this his crnel tyranny, 


That feedes him, with my care, and miſery. 

Sins J was his, hower reſted I never, - 

Nor looke to doe, and eke the waky nightes, 

The baniſhed ſlepe may in no wiſe recover. 

By guyle and force, ouer my thralled ſpites 

He is wer, ſins which bell never ſtrikes, RE 
5 E 4 That 
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That I hear not as ſounding to renue 
My plaintes. Himſelf he knoweth that I ſay true. 

For never woormes old rotten ſtocke have eaten, 
As he my hart, where he is reſident, . 
And doth the ſame with death dayly threaten 
Thence come the teares, and thence the bitter torment, 
The ſighes, the woordes and eke the languiſhment, 
That noy both me, and paraventure other, 
Judge thou that knowelt the one and eke the other. 
Mine adverſarie with ſuch greuous reproofe, 
Thus he began, Heare Lady the other part: 
That the plain trouth, from which he draweth aloofe, 
This unkind man may ſhew, ere that I part, 7 
In his yong age, I tooke him from that art, 
That ſelleth woordes, and make clattering knight, 
And of my wealth J gave him the delight. 

Now ſhames he not on me for to complaine, 
That held him evermore in pleaſant gayne, 
From his deſire that might have been his paine, 
Yet therby alone I brought him to ſome frame, 
Which now as wretchednes, he doth ſo blame, 
And toward honour quickned I his wit, 
| Whereas a daſtard els he mought have fit. 

He knowed how great Atride that made Troy freat, 
And Hannibal to Rome ſo troubelous, 
Whom Homer honoured Achilles that great, 
And Th'affricane Scipion the famous, 
And many other, by much honour glorious, 
Whoſe fame and actes, did lift them up aboue, 
I did let fall in baſe diſhoneſt love. 

And unto him, thongh he unworthy were, 
I choſe the beſt of many a million, 
That under ſunne yet never was her pere, 
Of Wiſdom womanhed, and of diſcrecion, 
And of my grace I gave her ſuch a facion, 
And eke ſuth way I taught her for to teache 

That never baſe thought his hart fo hie might reache. 
Euver more thus to content his Maiſtreſſe | 
That was his only frame of honeſtie, 


I ſtirred him ſtill toward gentleneſſe, 
| - And 
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And cauſed him to regard fidelitie; 
Pacience I taught him in adverſitie, 

Such vertues learned he in my great ſchoole, 
Whereof repenteth now the ignorant foole, 

Theſe were the ſame deceites, and bitter gall, 
That I have uſed, the torment and the anger, 
Sweter than ever did to other fall, | 
Of right good ſeed, ill fruite lo thus I gather 
And ſo ſhall he that the unkinde doth further, 

A Serpent nouriſh I under my Wing, 
And now of nature ginneth he to ſting. 

And for to tell at laſt, my great Service, 
From thouſandes dishoneſties have I him drawen, 
That, by my meanes, him in no manner wyſe, 
Never vyle pleaſure once hath overthrowen, 
Wherin his dede, ſhame hath him alwayes gnawen, 
Doubting report that ſhould come to her eare, 
Whom now he blames, her wonted he to feare ; 

What ever he hath of any honeſt cuſtome, 
Of her, and me, that holds he every whit, 
But lo, yet never was there neightly fantome, 
So farre in errour, as he is from his wit, 
To plain on us, he ſtriveth with the Bit; | 
Which may rule him, and do him eaſe, and paine, 
And in one hower, make all his griefe his gaine. 

But one thing yet there is aboue all other, 
I gave him winges, wherewith he might up flye, 
To honour and fame, and if he woulde to hygher, 
Then mortal things, above the ſtarry skye; 
Conſidering the pleaſure, that an eye | 
Might geue, in earth, by reaſon of the love, 
What ſhould that be, that laſteth ſtill above? 

And he the ſame himſelf hath ſaid ere this, 
But now, forgotten is both that and I, 
That gaue him her, his only wealth and bliſſe, 
And at this woord, with deadly skreke and crye : 
Thou gaue her once (quod I) but by and by 
Thou tooke her ayen from me, that woworth the 
Not I, but price, more worth than thou (quod he.) 


At 
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She ſmiling, at the whiſted audience, 


At laſt, eche other for himſelf, concluded, 
I trembling ſtill, but he, with ſmall reverence, 
Lo, thus, as we eche other have accuſed, 
Dere Lady, now we wayte thene only ſentence; 


I liketh me, quod ſhe, to have heard your queſtion, 
But longer time doth aske a reſolution. 


The louers ſorromfull ſtate maketh him write ſor- 
rowfull ſonges, but ſouche, his loue may change 


the ſame, 


Arill no more altho, - | h 
The Songs, I ſing do mone : 


For other life then woe, 


I neuer proued none. 
And in my heart alſo, 
Is graven with letters deepe, 


A thouſand ſighes and mo 


A flod of teares to weepe. 
How many a man in ſmart, 
Find a matter to rejoyce ! 
How many a morning hart, 
Set forth a pleaſant voyce : 
Play who ſo can that part, 


Nedes muſt in me appere, 


How fortune onerthwart 

Doth cauſe my morning chere. 
Perdy there is no Man 

If he ſaw never ſight, 

That perfitly tell can, 

The nature of the light. 
Alas, how ſhoulde I than, 

That never taſt but ſowre, 

But do as I began, 

Continually to lowre. | 
But yet perchance ſome chance, 

May chance to change my tune, 


And 
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And when (ſouch) chance doth chance, 
Then ſhall I thanke fortune. 
And if I have (ſouch) chance, 
Purchance or it be long, 
For (ſouch) a pleaſant chance, 


To ſing ſome pleaſant ſong. 


The louer complaineth himſelf forſaken. 


| HERE ſhall I have at mine owne wil, 
Teares to complaine, where ſhal I ſer, 
Such ſighes, that I may ſigh my fill, 

And then again my plaintes repete ? 

For though my plaint ſhall have none, 


My tares cannot ſuffife my woe lend, 


To mone harme, have I no friend, 
For fortunes frend, is miſhappes foe. 
Comfort (God wot) els have I none, 
But in the wind towaſt my woordes, 
Nought moueth you my dedly mone, 
But ſtill you turn it into boordes : 

I ſpeak not now, to moue your heart, 


That you ſhould rue upon my pain, 


The ſentence geuen may not reuert, 

I know ſuch labour were but vain. 
But ſens that I for you (my dere) - 
Have loſt that thing, that was my beſt, 
A. right ſmall loſſe it muſt appere, 

To leſe theſe woordes, and all the reſt. 
But though they ſparkle in the wind, 
Vet ſhall they ſhew your falſhed fayth, 
Which is returned to his kind, © 


For lyke to lyke, the prouerbe faith. 


Fortune, and you did me auance, 

Me thought I ſwam, and could not drowne, 
Happieſt of al, but my miſchaunce, | 
Did lift me up, to throw me downe. 

And you with her, of cruelneſſe, 

Did ſet your foole upon my necke, 
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Me, and my welfare to oppreſſe, | | 
Without offence your heart to wreke. 

Where are your pleaſant woordes (alas) 

Where is your faith! your ſtedfaſtneſſe? 

There is no more but all doth paſſe, 

And I am left all comfortleſſe. 

But ſins ſo much it doth you greve, 

And alſo me my wretched lyfe, 

Have here my trouth nought ſhall relieve, 

But death alone, my wretched ſtrife. 

Therefore farewell, my lyfe, my death, 

My gayne, my loſſe, my ſalue, my ſore, 
Farewell alſo, with you my breath, 

For I am gone for evermore. 
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Of his loue that pricked her Anger with a 


nedle. 


Whereof I plain, and have done many a day, 
And, whilſt ſhe heard my plaint, in piteous ſong, 
She wiſht my hart the Sampler, that it lay. 

The blind maiſter, whome I have ſerued ſo long, 
Grudging to heare, that he did heare her ſay, 
Made her own Weapon do her finger blede, 

To feele, if pricking were ſo good indede. 


the ſame. 


HAT man hath hearde ſuch crueltie before, 
That, when my plaint remembred her my wo, 
That cauſed it, ſhe cruell more and more, | | 

Wiſhed eche ſtich, as ſhe did fit and ſow. 

Had prickt my heart, for to encreaſe my ſore; 
And as I thinke, ſhe thought that had been ſo, 
For as ſhe thought, this is his heart in dede, 
She prickt hard, and made her ſelf to blede. 


wo E fate and ſowed that hath done me the wrong, 


\ 


Requeſt 


© 
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What vaileth trouth, or perfect ſtedfaſtneſſe. | 3 ; : 
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Requeſt to Cupide for reuenge A bis wel 


lbue. 


Ehold Loue, thy power how ſhe deſpyſeth, 
My grieuous payn, how little ſhe regardeth 
The ſolemne othe wherof ſhe takes no cure, 
roken ſhe hath, and yet ſhe bydeth ſure. 
Right at her caſe, and little thee ſhe dredeth, 
eaponed thou art, and ſhe unarmed ſitteth; 
To the diſdainfule, all her lyfe ſhe leadeth 
To me ſpitefule, without juſt cauſe or meaſure : 
Behold Love, how 3 ſhe triumpheth, 
J am in hold, but if the pittie meueth, 
Go, bend thy bow, that ſtony hartes breaketh, 
And with ſome ſtroke, reuenge the great diſpleaſure, 
Of thee, and him that ſorow doth endure 1 
And as his Lord the lowly her entreateth. | | 


Complaint for true Ine vnrequited. 


H AT vaileth trouth ? or by it to take pain, 

To ſtriue by ſtedfaſtneſs, for to attain; 3 
How to be juſt, and flee from doubleneſle, . 
<p all alike, where ruleth craftineſle. 
Rewarded is both crafty, falſe, and plain, 4 
Sooneſt he ſpedes, that moſt can lye and faine. = 
True meaning hart is had in hyghe diſdaine, 
Againſt deceit and cloked doubleneſſe, 


Deceined is he, by falſe and craftie train, 

That meanes no gile, and faithfull doth remaine, 
Within the trap, without help or redrefſe, 
But for to love, lo, ſuch a ſterne maiſtreſſe, 
Where crueltie dwelles, alas it were in vain. 
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The louer that fled loue, now folowes it with 
bis harme, . 


Ometime I fled the fire, that one ſo brent, 
By ſea, by land, by water, and by winde, 

And now the coales I folow, that beguent, 

From Dover to Cales, with willing minde. 

Lo how defire is both prong, and ſpent, 

And he may ſee, that whilome was fo blind, 

And all this labour laughes he now to ſcorne, 
Meaſhed in the briers, that erſt was onely torne. 


The louer bopeth of better chaunce. 


E is not dead, that ſometime had a fal, 
The Sun returnes, your hed was under clowde, 

And when fortune hath ſpit out all her gall, 
I truſt, good luck to me ſhal be allowed. 
For I have ſene a ſhip in hauen fal, . 
After that ſtorme hath broke both maſte and ſhroud, 
The wellow eke, that ſtoupeth with the winde, 
Doth riſe again, and greater wood doth binde. 


The louer compareth his hart to the ouer-charged 
_ gonne, | 
HE furious gonne, in his moſt ragyng yre, 
When that the boule is rammed into ſore, 
And that the flame cannot part from the fier,  _. 
Crackes in ſunder, and in the ayer do rore 
The ſhevered peces: ſo: doth my deſire, 
Whoſe flame encreaſeth aye from more to more, 
Which to let out, I-dare not loke, nor ſpeke, 
So inwarde force my heart doth alto breake. 


þ 
8 
= 
Pay * 

48 
. 

9 
133 
Ny 1 4 
2 
Fo, 
Ive 

3 N 
As. y 
7 = n 

NR 


Ys 


C3] 
5 


e 
Wel 


net beleued againſt hin. 


Sith none can proue, belieue it not for true, 


O 


r never yet, ſince that you had my hart, 


Intended I to falſe, or be untrue. 
Sooner I would of death ſuſtain the ſmart, 
Than breake one worde of that I promiſed you, 


Accept therfore my ſervice, in good part, 
None is alive, that can il tongue eſchew, 
Hold them as falſe, and let not us depart, 
Our frendſhip old, in hope of any new. 
Put not thy truſt in ſuch as uſe to faine, 
Except thou minde to put thy frend to pain. 


The louer abuſed renounceth laue. 


J love to ſcorn, my ſervice to retaine, 
Therein me thought you uſed crueltie, 
Since with good will Iloſt my libertie, 
Might never wo yet cauſe me to refraine. 
But only this, which is extremitie, 
To give me nought (alas) not to agree, 


That as I was your man, I might remaine, 


But ſince that thus ye liſt to order; mee, 

That would have been your ſeruant true and faſt, 
Diſpleaſe you not, my doting time is paſt; 
And with my loſſe to leaue I muſt, agree, 

For as there is a certaine time to rage, 

So is there time ſuch madnes to aſſwage. 
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The louer ſuſpected of change, prazeth that it be 
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The louer profeſſeth himſelf conſtant. 


8 ” Mm” 


Ithin my breſt I neuer thought it gaine, 
Of gentle mindes the fredome for to loſe, 
Not in my hart fank never ſuch diſdaine, 
To be a forger, faultleſſe for to diſcloſe. 
Nor I can not endure the truth to gloſe, 
To ſet a gloſſe upon an carneſt paine, 
Nor I am not in numbre one of thoſe, 
That liſt to blow, retreate to euery traine. 


The lower ſendeth his complaintes and teares to 
+. Ji Jour 


Aſſe forth my wounted cryes, 
Thoſe cruel Eares to pearce, 

Which in moſt hatefull wiſe, 

Do ſtill my plaintes reuerſe. 

Doe you, my teares alſo, 

So wot her barrein heart 

That pitie there may growe, 

And crueltie depart. 

For though hard rockes among 
She ſemes to haue been bred, 
And of the Tigre long, | 
Bene nouriſhed and fed. 

Yet ſhall not nature change, 
If pitie once win place, 
Whom as unknowne and ſtrange, 
She now away doth chaſe. 

And as the water foft, 

Without forcing or ſtrength, 
Where that it falleth oft, 
3 Hard Stones doth pierce at length. 
& So.in her Stony heart, | 
3 My plaintes at laſt ſhall graue, 
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And rigour fet apart, 

Winne graunt of that I craue. 
Wherefore my playntes preſent 

Stil ſo to her my ſuit, 

As ye through her aſſent, N 

May bring to me ſome frute. 2 

And as ſhe ſhall me proue, 

So bid her me regarde, 

And render loue for loue, 

Which is a juſt reward. 


The lowers caſe cannot be hidden, bowever be 


Fw Aiſſemöle. 


Our lokes ſo often caſt, 
Your eyes ſo frendly rolde, 

Your ſight fixed ſo faſt, 

Alwaies one to beholde : _ . 

Though hide it faine ye woulde, 

It plainly doth declare, 

Who hath your hart in hold, 

And where good will ye bare. 
Faine would ye finde a cloke, 

Your brenning fire to hide, 

Yet both the flame and ſmoke, 

Breakes out on every fide. ' 

Ye cannot loue ſo guide, 

That it no iſſue winne, 

Abrode nedes muſt it glide, 

That brennes ſo hotte within. 
For cauſe your ſelf do wink, 

Ye judge all other blinde, 

And ſecret ir you think, 

Which every man dothe finde. 

In waſt oft ſpend ye Winde, 

Your ſelf in love to quit, 

For agues of that kinde, 

Wyll ſhow, who hath the fit. 


F 


Your 


66 SONGES NET TES. 


Your ſighes you ſet from farre, FF 
And all to wry your wo, 
Yet are ye ner the narre, 
Men are not blinded ſo. 
Depely oft {were ye no 
But all thoſe others are vaine, 
So well your eye doth ſhew, 
Who putts your hart to paine. 
Thinke not therefore to hide, 


C 5 


Nor ſeke meanes to provide, 
To dark the ſunny dayes. 
Forget thoſe wonted wayes, 


Leave of ſuch froowning chere, 


There will be found no ſtaies, 
To ſtop a thing ſo clere. | 
e 
The louer praieth not to bs diſdeined, nor refuſed 
niſtruſted, nor Jon. 


inc me not without deſert, 
Nor leaue me not fo ſodeynly, 
Since well ye wot, that in my hert, 
I meane ye not but honeſtly. - 
Refuſe me not without cauſe why, 
Nor think me not to be unjuſt, 
Since that by lott of fantaſie, 


This careful knot nedes knit I muſt. 


Miſtruſt me not, though ſome there be, 
That faine woulde ſpot my ſtedfaſtneſſe; 
Beleue them not, fins that ye ſe, 

The profe is not, as they expreſſe. 

Forſake me not, till I deſerue, 


Nor hate me not, till I offende, 


Deſtroy me not, till that I ſwerue, 


But fins ye knowe what J entende. 


Diſdaine me not, that am your-owne, 
Refuſe me not, that am ſo true, 


— 
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. Miſtruſt me not till all be knowen, | 
Forſale me not, now for no new. 


The louer lamenteth his eſtate, w 


grace. 


OR want of will in wo I plaine, 
| Under colour of ſoberneſſe, 
Renewing with my ſute my paine, 
My wan hope with your ſtedfaſtneſſe. 
Awake therefore of gentleneſle, 
Regard at length, I you require, 
My ſwelting paines of my deſire. 

| e who geveth willingly, 
Redoubled thankes aye doth deſerue, 
And I that ſue unfainedly, 
In fruitlefle hope alas do ſterue. 
How great my cauſe is for to ſwerue, 
And yet how ſtedfaſt is my ſute, 
Lo ! here ye ſee, where is the frute. 
As hounde that hath his keper loſt, 
Seke I your prelence to obtaine, 
In which my hart deliteth moſt, 
And ſhall delight though I be ain. 
You may releaſe my hand of paine, 
Loſe then the care that makes me crie, 
For want of helpe or els I dye. 
I dye though not incontinent. 
By proceſſe yet conſumingly, 
Is waſt of fire which doth relent. 
If you as wilfull will deny. 
Wherefore ceaſe of ſuch Cruelty, 
And take me wholy in your Grace, 
Which lacketh will to change his place 
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To merrit ſuch reward. 
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The Lover waileth his changed Foyes. 


F&? Man might him avaunt, 
Of tartunes friendly chere, 

It was my ſelf I muſt it graunt, 
For I have bought it dere, 


And derely have I held alſo 


The Glory of her name, 

In yielding her ſuch tribute lo, 

As did ſet forth her fame. 
Sometime I ſtood ſo in her grace, 

That as I would require, 199 

Ech joy I thought did meembrace 


That furdered my deſire, 


And all theſe pleafures lo! had I, 

That fancy might ſupport, 

And nothing ſhe did me deny, 

That was unto my comfort. 
| Thad (what would you more perdie) 

Ech grace that I did crave, 55 

Thus fortunes will was unto me, 

All thing that I would have, 

But all to Rathe, alas! the while, 

She built on ſuch a ground, 

In little ſpace, to greate a guile, 

In her now have I found. _ © 
For ſhe hath turned ſo her whele, 

That I unhappy man pee 


| May waile the time that I did fele, 


Wherewith ſhe fed me then, 
For broken now are her beheſtes, 
And pleaſant lookes ſhe gave, 
And therefore now all my requeſtes, 
From perfil cannot fave. 

Jet would I well it might appere 
To her my Cheife regard, 
Though my deſertes have been to dere 


Sins 


SONG ES'andSONETTES. 69 


Sins fortunes will is now ſo bent, 
To plague me thus pore man, 

I muſt 'my ſelf therewith cantent, 
And bear it as I can. | 


To his love that has given Anſwere of refuſall. 


HE aunſwere that ye made to me.my deare, 
When I did ſue for my pore hartes redreſſe, 
Hath ſo appalde my Coutenance, and my chere, 
That in this caſe, I am all comfortleſle, 
Sins I of blame no cauſe can well expreſs. 

I have no wrong, where I can claim no right 
Nought tane me fro, where I have nothing had, 

Yet of my wo, I cannot ſo be quite, 7 

Namely fins that another may be glad 

With that, that thus in Sorrow makes me ſad. 
Yet none can claime (I ſay) by former graunt, 

That knoweth not of any graunt at all. 

And by deſert, I dare well make a vaunt, 

Of faithſull will, there is no where that ſhall, 

Beare you more trueth, more ready at your call. 

Now good then, call againe that bitter word, 
That toucht your frend ſo nere with plagues of paine, 
And ſay my dere that it was ſaid in bord. | 
Late or to ſone, let it not rule the gaine, 

Wherewith free will doth true deſert retayne. 


To his Ladie, Cruel over ber yelden Lover. 


* CH is the Courſe that natures kind hath wrought, 


That Snakes have time to caſt away their ſtings, 
Againſt chain'd priſoners what nede defence be ſoughr, 
The feirce e will hurt no yeilding things; 

Why ſhould ſuch ſpight be nurſed then by thoughts, 
Sith all theſe powers are preſt under thy wings, 


And eke thou ſeeſt, and reaſon thee hath taught, 


What miſcheife Malice many wayes it brings, 
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Conſider eke, that ſpite avayleth nought, | 
Therefore this Song thy fault to thee it ſings: _ 
Diſpleaſe thee not, for ſaying thus (me thought) 
Nor hate thou him from whom no hate forth ſprings, 
For furies that in hell be execrable, 

For that they hate, are made moſt miſerable. 


The Lover Complaineth that deadly ſickneſs cannot 


belp bis Affection. 


HE Enemy of lyfe, decayer of all kinde, 
That with his cold withers away the grene 

This other night me in my bed did fynde, 

And offer d me to ryde me fever clene, 

And I did graunt ſo did diſpair me blinde, 

He drew his bowe with arrowes ſharp and kene, 

And ſtroke the place where love had hyt before, 
And drave the fyrſt dart deper more and more. 


De Lover rejoyceth the Enjoying of his Love. 


O CE as methought fortune me kiſt, 
And bade me ask what I thought beſt, 
And I ſhould have it as me lyſt, 
 Therewith to ſet my hart at reſt. 
I asked but my Ladyes hart, 
To have forevermore myne owne, 
Then at an end were all my ſmart, 
Then ſhould I nede no more to mone. 
Yet for all that a ſtormy Blaſt, 
Had overturn'd this goodly nay : 
And fortune ſemed art the laſt, 
That to her promiſe ſhe ſaid nay. 
But like as* ono out of diſpaire, 
To ſodeyne hoape revived 1 i 
No fortune ſheweth her ſelfe ſo fayre, Kia 
That I content me wonderſly. 
Ja oi Big 
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My moſt deſyre my hand my reach, 
My will is alway at my hande, 

Me nede not long for to beſech, 
Her that hath power me to comande. 

What Earthly thing more can I crave, 
What would I wiſh more at my will; 
Nothing on Earth more would I have, 

Slave that I have, to have it ſtill. 
Por fortune now hath kept her promeſſe, 
In graunting me my molt deſyre, 
Of my ſoveraigne I have redreſs, 
And I content me with my hyre. 
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The Lover complaineth the unkindneſs of bis love. . 


Y Lute awake perform the laſt, 
Labour that thou and J ſhall waſt: 
And ende that I have. now begunne, g 
And when this ſong is ſong and paſt, 

My Lute be ſtyll for I have done. 
As to be heard where eare is none, 
As leade to grave in Marble ſtone, 
My ſong may pearce her hart as ſoon, 
Should we then ſigh, or ſing, or mone, 
No, no, my lute, for I have done. : a 
The Rocks do not ſo cruelly, | 
Repulſe the waves continually, | \ 
As ſhe my ſuite and Affection: 
So that I am paſt remedy, 
Whereby my Lute and I have dane. 
Proude of the ſpoyle that thou haſt gotte, 
Of ſimple hearts through loves ſhot, 
By whome unkind thou haſt them wonne, 
Think not he hath his Bow-forgott, _ 
Although my lute and I have done. 
Vengeance ſhall fall on thy diſdaine 
That makeſt but Game on Eameſt payne, 
Think not alone under the Sunn, 
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72 SONGES and SONETTES. 
Unquit to cauſe thy lovers playne, ; 
Although my lute and I have done. 
May chanced thee lye withred and old, 
In winter nights that are ſo cold, 
Playning in vaine unto the Moon, 
Thy wiſhes then dare not be told, 
Care then who liſt for 1 have doone. 
And then may chaunce thee to repent, 
The time that thou haſt loſt and ſpent, 
To cauſe thy lovers ſighe and ſwone, 
Then ſhalt thou know beauty but lent, 
And viſh and want as J have done. 
Nov ceaſe my lute this is the laſt, 
Labour that thou and I ſhall waſt, 
And ended is that we begonne, 
Nov is this ſong both ſong and paſt. 
My lute be till for I have done. 


How by a kiſs, he found both bis life and death. 
N Ature that gaue the Bee ſo feate A grace, 


| To finde honey of ſo wondrous faſhion, 
Hath taught the Spyder out of the ſame place, 
Io fetch poyſon by ſtraunge alteration. 
Though this be ſtrange, it is a ſtranger caſe, 
With one Kiſs by ſecret Opperation ; 
Both theſe at once in thoſe your lips to finde, 
In change whereof, I leaue my hart behinde. 


his loue. 


The Lover deſcribeth his being taken with ſight of js 3 


1 Nwarely ſo was never no man taught, 
L With ſtedfaſt looke upon a goodly face, 
AsT of late, for ſodaynly me thought, 
My hart was torne out of his place. 15 
Thorow mine Eye the Stroke from hers dyd Slide, 
and dqwne directly to my heart it ranne, 


In 


* 
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In help whereof the Blood thereto did Glide, 
And left my face both pale and wanne. 
Then was I like a man for wo amazed, 
Or like the fowle that flyeth into the fyre, 
For while that I upon her beauty Gaſed, 
The more I Burned in my defire. 
Anon the Blood ſtart in my face agayne, 
Inflam'd with heat, that it had at my hart, 
And brought therewith throughout in every veine, 
A quakeing heat with pleaſant Smart. „ 
Then was J like the Straw, when that the flame, 
Is driven therein, by force and rage of wynde. 
I can not tell, a Laſs ! what ſhall I blame, 
Nor what to ſeke, nor what to finde. 
But well I wot the Grief doth hold me ſore, 
In heat and cold, betwixt bot hope and dreade, 
That, but her help to health doe me reſtore, , 
This reſtleſſe lyfe I may not leade. | 


To bis Lover to Looke upon him. 


LL in thy looke my life doth whole depend, 1 
Thou hydeſt thy ſelf, and I muſt dye therefore, | 4 

But ſince thou may'ſt ſo eaſely help thy frende, _ 

Why doeſt thou ſtick to ſalug that thou madeſt ſore : 

Why do I dye, ſince thou mayſt me defend, | 

And if I dye thy life may laſt noe more, 

For each by other doth liue and haue reliefe, 

I in thy look, and thou moſt in my griefe. 


The Lover Excuſeth bim of woordes, wherewith be 
was unjuſtly charged, 2 


Pew. I ſayde it not, 
| Nor never thought to doe, 


As well as I ye wot, 
1 haue no power theteto. 
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And if I dyd, the Lot 
That firſt dyd me Enchange, 
May never Slake the Knot, 
But ſtrayt it to my payne. 
And if Idid eche thing, 
That may do harme or wo, 
Continually may wring, | 
4 heart where ſo I goe. | 
Report always ri 
Of 436mg me for -— 
If in my heart did ſprynſg, hs 
The words that you doe ſay. = 
And if I did, each ſtarr, 
Thar is in heaven aboue, 
May frame on ma to Mare, ok 
The hope I have in love. 
Por = [di N Warr 4-518 
s they brought unto Troy, 195 . 
Bring all my life as =_— OT 
From all his luſt and joye. 
And if I did fo ſaye, 
The beauty that me bounde, 
Encreaſe from day to day, 
More cruel to my wounde. 
With all the mone that may, 
To plaint my turne my ſong, 
My lyfe may ſoon decaye, 
Without redreſſe by wrong. 
If I be cleare from thought, 1 
Why do you then complayne, = 
Then is this thing but ſought, 5 
To turne my hart to payne. 
Then this that you haue wrought, 
You muſt it now redreſſe, 
Of right therefore you ought, 
Such rigour to repreſſe. 4 ; 
And as I haue deſerved, ET Fin : 
So grant me now my hyre, | , 


if 
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You know I never ſwerved, | 
You never found me lyer. | 
For Rachel haue I ſerved, 
For Leo carde I never, 
And her I haue reſerved 
Within my hart for ever. 


Of fuch as had forſaken him. 


1 RE my fair faulcon, and thy fellowes all, 
How well pleaſant it were your Libertie, 
Ye not forſake me, that fayre mought you fall, 
But they that ſometime liked my company. 

Like Lyce away from dead bodyes they crall, 
Lo what a proof in light adverſſtie, | 
But ye my byrds I ſwear by all your belles, 

Ye be my friends and very tewe elles. 


A Deſcription of ſuch A one as be would love. 


| A Face that ſhould content me wonderous well, 
Should not be fatt, but lovely to behold, 

Of lively look all griefe for to repell 

With right good grage ſo would I that it ſhould. 

Speak without word, ſuch words as none can tell, 

Her treſs alſo ſhould be of criſped Gold, 

With wit and theſe, perchaunce I might be tryde, 

And knit againe with knot that ſhould not ſlide. _ 


How impoſſible it is ta nde quietneſſs in love. 
1 


E. ſer my hap is ſtack and 2 in comeing 

HD Deſire encreafing aye my hope vacertayne, 
With doubtful love that but encreaſeth paine, ; 
For Tigre like ſo ſwift it is in parting. - , 
Alas! the Snow black, ſhall it bee and ſcalding, | 
The gea waterles, and fiſh upon the Mountaine, 
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The temmes ſhall back returne into her fountaine, 
And where he roſe, the Sunn ſhall take her Es 
Ere I in this finde peace or quietneſs, 

Or that Love, or my Lady right wiſly, 

Leave to conſpire againſt me wrongfully, 

And if I haue after ſuch bitterneſs, 

One drope of Swete, my mouth is out of taſte, 
That all ww truſt and travell i is but waſte. 


Of Love fortune, and the Lovers minde. 


Que fortune, and my minde which doe remember 


Eke that 1s now and that once hath bene, 8 
Torment my hart ſo ſore that very often _= 
J hate and envy them beyond all meaſure. . i 8 
Love fleeth my hart, while fortune 1s depriver, = 


Of all my Comfort, the fooliſh minde than, £ 
Burneth and plaineth, as one that very ſeldome, 8 


Liveth in reſt ſo ſtill in diſpleaſure; | 1 
My pleaſant dayes they flete and paſſe | _— 
And dayly doth myne yll change to the worſe, CO 


When more than halfe is runne now of my Courſe. 
Alas not of Steele, but of brittle Glaſs, 
TI fee that from my hand falleth my truſt, 

, And all my thoughts are — inte duſt. 


The Lover praiſeth bis Offred hart to be received. 


„ = o = 


OW oft have I, my dere Wy cruel ff 
With my great paine to get ſome peace or truce, 

Given you my hart but you doe not vſe, 
=— In ſoe high things, to caſt your mind ſo low. 
1 | If any other looke for it as you trow, 
= | The ire vaine weake hope doth greatly them abuſe, 

And that thus I diſdaine, that you refuſe, 

It was once mine, it can no more be ſo. 


= . If you it chaſe that it in you can find 
2 % 15 this Exile no manner of confort, 
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Nor liue alone nor where he is cald reſort, 
He may wander from his natural kinde. 

So ſhall it be great hurt vnto us twaine, _ 
And yours the loſs, and mine the deadly paine. 


The Lovers life compared to the Alpes, 


Ike unto theſe unmeaſurable mounraines, 
| So in my painfull life the burden of yre, 
For hie be they, and hie is my deſire, 
And I of Teares, and they be full of fountaines. 
Vnder Craggy Rocks they have Barren plaines, 
Hard thoughts in me my wofull minde doth tire, 
Small fruite and many Leaves theire tops do attire, 
With ſmall Effect great truſt in me remaines. 
The boiſterous winds oft theire high bowes do blaſt, 
Hott ſighes in me continually be ſhed, | 
Wilde beaſts in them, firce loue in me is fed, 
Vnmoveable am I, and they ſtedfaſt. 
Of Singing-Birds, they have the tune and note, 
And I alwayes plaintes paſſing through my throte. 


Charging of his love as unpiteous and Loveing | 


i 


F amorous faith, or if an hart unfeined, 
1 I ſwete langeur, A great lovely deſire, 
If honeſt Will kindled in gentle fire, 
If long Errour in A blind Maſe chained. * 
If in my Viſage eche thought diſtained, 
Or my ſparkling voice, lower or hier, 
Which feare and ſhame ſo wofully doth tire, 
If pale colour which love alas hath ſtained. 
If to have another, then my ſelf more dere, 
If waleing or fighing continually, | 
With ſorrowful Anger feding buſily 
If burned farr of and if friſing nere. 
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Are cauſe that I by love my ſelf deſtroye, 
Yours is the fault,and mine the great annoy. 


A renounting of Love. 


TT Arewell love, and all thy lawes for ever, 
Thy bated hookes ſhall tangle me no more, 

Seneca, and Plato call me from thy lore, 

To parfit welth my witt for to Endeuer. 

In blind errour when F did perſever, 

Thy ſharp repulſe, that pricketh aye ſo ſote 

Taught me in trifles that I ſet noe ſtore, 

But ſcape forth thence ſince libertie is lieffer. 

Therefore farewell go trouble younger harts, 

And in time claime noe more auctoritie, 


With idle youth goe vie thy propertie, 


And thereon ſpend thy many brittle 3 
For hitherto though I have loſt my time, 


Me lift no longer rotten bowes to clime. 


The Lover forſaketh bis unkind love. 


M Y hart I gaue thee not to doe it paine, 
Bur to preſerue lo it to thee was taken, 


I ſerved thee, thee not that I ſhould be forſaken, 


But that I ſhould receiue reward againe. 


I was content, thy Servant to remaine, 


And not to be repayed on this faſhion, 

Now ſince in thee there is noe other reaſon, 
Diſpleaſe thee not if that I do refraine. 
Unſatiat of my wo and thy deſite, : 
Aſſured by Craft for to excufe thy fault, 
But ſince it pleaſeth thee to fain default, 
Farewell I fy, departing from the fire. 

For he that doth beleiue bearing in hand, 
Ploweth in the water and ſoweth in the Sand. 


» 
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The Lover deſeriberh his reſtleſſe State. | 


HE flameing ſighes that boyle within my breaſt, 
'* Sometime break forth and they can well declare, 
The hartes vnreſt, and how that he doth fear, 

The paine thereof, the griefe, and all the reſt. 
The ſhattered Eyen from whence the teares do fall, 
Do feel ſome force or elce they would be dry, 
The waſted fleſh of Colour ded can try, ; : 
And ſometime tell what ſweetnefs in the Gall. 1 
And he that luſt to ſee, and to diſcearne, 1 5 
How care can force within a weried mind, 
Come he to me I am that place aſinde, 
1 But for all this noe force, it doth noe harme, | 
The wounde alas hap in ſome other place, | 1 
From whence noe toole away the ſcar can race. 
But you which of ſuch like have had your part, 
Can beſt be judge wherefore my friend ſo dere, 
I thought it good my ſtate ſhould now appere, 
To you, and that there is no great deſart. 
And whereas you in weighty matters great, 
Of fortune ſaw the ſhaddow that you know 
For trifling things I now am ſtricken ſoe. 
That though I feel my hart doth wound and beat, 
I ſit alone ſave on the ſecond Day, 
| My fever comes with whome I fpend my time, 
In burning heat while that ſhe lift aſſigne, 
And who hath helth and liberty alway, „„ 
Let him thank God, and let him not provoke, | Fa, 
To have the like of this my painfull ſtroke. 


8 SUNGES and SONETTES. . 
The Lover Laments the Death of bis Love. 


1 T HE Piller periſht is whereto ] lent, 
1 The ſtrongeſt ſtay of mine unquiet minde; 
The like of it no man agayn can fynde, 
From eaſt to weſt ſtill ſeeking though he went, 
To myne unhappe forhappe away hath rent. 
Of all my Joy the very Bark and rinde, 
And I (alas!) by chaunce am thus affinde; 
Dayly to mourn, till Death do it relent. 
But ſince that thus it is by Deſtiny, 
What can I more but have a wofull hart, 
My penne in plaint my voice in carefull crye, 
My mynde in Woe my body full of ſmart, 
And I my ſelf, my ſelf alwayes to hate, ce 
Tyll dreadfull death doe Eaſe my dolefull ſtate. 


—— 


- 


The Lover ſendeth Ig ber to. none his Suite. 


| "A OE burning Sighes unto the frozen hart., 

| Goe break the yce which pities painfull dart, 

| Might never pierce, and if that mortall prayer, 
= In heaven be heard at leaſt yet I deſyre, 

| | | That death, or mercy, end my wofull Smart, 

an Take with thee paine whereof I have my part, 


And eke the flame from which I cannot ſtart. 

And leave me then in reſt I you require, 

Goe burning ſighs fulfill that I deſire. 

I muſt goe worke, and ſee my Craft and arte, 
For truth and faith in her is laid apart, 

Alas I cannot therefore now aſſayle her, 

With pitifull Complaint and ſcalding fire, 
That from: my breſt deceivebly doth ſtart. 


complain 


* 
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Complaint of the Abſence of bis Love. 


O E feeble is the Thred that doth the burden ſtay, 
8 Of my poor life in heavy plight that falleth in 


3 eee, 

That but it haue elſewhere ſome Ayde or ſome Suc- 
| 1 | (cours, 

The running Spindle of my fate anon ſhall end his 
| (Courſe. 


For ſince the unhappy houre that dyd me to depart, 
From my ſweet weale one only hoape hath ſtayed my 
pe 35 ; (life apart, 
Which doth perſwade ſuch words vnto my ſored mynde, 
Maintaine thy ſelfe, O wofull Wight, ſome better Inc 
| (to find. 
For though thou be deprived from thy deſired fight, 
Who can thee tell, if thy returne before thy more de- 
5 (light: 
Or who can tell thy loſs if thou mayſt once recover, 
Some pleaſant houres thy wo may wrap, and thee de- 
| | I (fend and cover. 
Thus in this truſt, as yet it hath my life ſuſtained, 
But now (alas) I ſee it faint, and I by truſt am trayned. 
The tyme doth flete, and I ſee how the hours do bende, 
So faſt that I haue ſcant the ſpac? to marke my comeing 
| | end. 
Weſtward the Sunn from out the Eaſt ſcant ED, his 
| a | 7 = a lite, 
When in the weſt he hies him ſtraite within the PA. of 
os eo * (Night 
And comes as faſt, where he began his path awry, _ 
From Eaſt to Weſt, from Weſt to Eaſt, ſo doth his Jour- 
Se | . | ney lye. 
Thy lyfe fo ſhort ſo frayle, that mortall men 1 TB 
e great a weight, ſo heavy charge the bodyes that we 


That when I think vpon the diſtance and the ſpace, 
That doth ſo farre divide me from my dere deſired face. 
I know not how tattaine the winges that I require, 
To lyft me up that I might fly to follow my deſyre. 
| | G Thus 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Thus of that hope that doth my lyfe ſomethyng ſuſ- 


| . (tayne, 
Alas J fear, and partly feel full little doth remaine. 
Eche place doth bring me griefe where I doe not behold, 


Thoſe lively Eyes which of my thoughts, were wont the 


1 3 (keys to hold. 
Thoſe thoughts were pleaſant ſweet whilſt I enjoyd that 
1 (Grace, 


My pleaſure paſt, my preſent pain, when I might well 


1 (embrace. 
And for becauſe my want ſhould more my woe increaſe, 


In watch and ſleep both day and night, my will doth 


920 | (never ceaſe. 
Thar thing to wiſhe whereof ſynce I did loſe the fight, 
Was never thing that mought in ought my ya” _ 

| CHE . (delight. 

Th'uneaſy life I lead doth teach me for to mete, , 
The floods the ſeas, the land the hills, that doth them 
| | | (entermete. 

Twene me and thoſe ſhene lights that wonted 02 to 

| clere, 


My darked pangs of Cloudy thoughts as bright as phe- 


PR | (bus Sphere 
It teacherh me alſo, what was my pleaſant State, 
The more to feele by ſuch record how that my welth doth 

| © 1 | (bate. 
If ſuch record (alas) provoke the inflamed mynde, - 
Which ſprung that day that I dyd leaue the beſt of me 


If loue forgeat himſelfe by length of abſence let, 
Who doth meguid (O wotull wretch) vnto this baited net: 
Where doth encreaſe my care, much better were for me, 
As dumm as ſtone all things forgott, {till abſent for to be. 
Alas the clear Chriſtall, the bright tranſplendant Glaſſe, 
Doth not bewray the Colours hid which A 

| haſe. 


As doth the accumbred Sprite the thoughtfull throwes 
| | (diſcover, / 


Of teares delyte of fervent loue that in our hartes we 


(cover. 


. N : Out 


(behynd. 
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Out by theſe Eyes, it ſneweth that evermore delight; 


In plaint and teares to ſeek redreſs, and eke both day 


1 5 (and night. 
Thoſe kindes of pleaſures moſt wherein men ſoe rejoyce, 
To me they do redouble ſtill of ſtormy ſighes the Voice. 


For, I am one of them, whom plaint doth well content, 


It fits me well my abſent wealth me ſemes for to lament. 
And with my teares t' aſſy to charge myne Eyes twayne, 


Like as my hart aboue the brink is fraughted full of 


. (payne. 
And for becauſe thereto, that theſe fair Eyes do treate, 
Do me provoke, I will returne, my plaint thus to repeat. 
For there is nothing els, ſo toucheth me within, 


Where they rule all, and I alone, nought but the Caſe 


| or Skin. 
Wherefore I ſhall returne to them as well, or ſpring, 

From whom deſcends my mortal wo, aboue all 723 
| thing. 
So ſhall myne Eyes in paine accompany m 1 : 
That were the Guides, that did it lead of love to fecl 
| (the ſmart. 

The criſped Gold that doth ſurmount Appolloes pride, 
The lively Streames of pleaſant Starrs that * 5 on 
. | lyde. 
Wherein the beames of love doe ſtill increaſe 45 — 
| >. ; (heate, 
Which yet fo farr touch me to near in cold to make me 
: | | (ſweat. 
The wiſe and pleaſant take, ſoe rare or elſe alone, ö 


That gaue to me the Curteis gyft, that earſt had never 


| | (none. 
Be far from me alas, and every other thing, | 
I might forbear with better will, then this that did me 
With pleaſand woord and cheer; redreſs of lingred 
PTV 
And wonted oft in kindled will, to vertue me to trayne. 
Thus am I forc'd to hear and harken after news, 
My Comfort ſcant, my large deſire in doubtful truſt re- 
| ” "= Thos 
3 And 


3 — >» re „ 
£4 ws rg * 7 7 * 7 


The ſweet diſdaynes, the pleaſant wrathes, and eke the 


At others will my long abode, my depe 5 1B 1 ful- 


Between her Breſts ſhe ſhall the put there ſhall ſhe thee 


And if for waight the body fayl, the Soul ſhall to her flec. 


But new and new muſt to my lott aryſe, 
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And yet with more delight to moue my wofull caſe, 
I muſt complaine theſe hands, thoſe armes, that firmly 
1 | (do Embrace. 


Me from my ſelſe, and rule the ſterne of my poor lyfe, 


| | (louely ſtrife. 

That wonted well to tune in temper juſt and mete, 
The rage, that oft did make me Err by . nee 
: ; - 5 | Crete. 
All this is hid from me with ſharp and ragged Hills, 


1 
* . 


fills. 
And of my hope ſometime ryſe vp by ſome redreſſe, 
It ſtumbleth ſtrafte for feable faint my fear hath ſuch 
(Exceſlc. 
Such is the ſort of hoape, the leſs for more deſyre, IR 
And yet I truſt ere that I dye, to fee that I require. : 
The reſting place of love, where virtue dwells and 
| IO | 3 8 (growes, = 
There I deſire my weary life ſometime may take repoſe. 
My ſong thou ſhalt attaine, to find the pleaſant place, 
Where ſhe doth liue by whom I liue, may chance to haue 
| | 1 (this grace. 
When ſhe hath read and ſeen, the Griefe wherein I ſerve, 


| ET eee. 
Then tell her, that I come, ſhe ſhall me ſhortly ſee, 


The Lc ver Blameth bis love for renting of the 
letter he ſent her, | 


Uffiſed not (Madame) that you did teare, 
g My wofull hart, but this alſo to rent, 
The weeping paper that to you I ſent, 
Whereof ech letter was written with A tear. 
Could not my preſent paynes (alas) ſuffiſe, | 
Your greedy heart,and that my heart doth feel, 
Torments that prick more ſharper than the Steel, 
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Vſe then my death ſoe ſhall your Crueltye, 
Spite of your ſpyte rid me from all my ſmart, 
And I no more ſuch torments of the hart, 
Feel as I doe this ſhall you gayne thereby. - 
The Lover curſeth the tyme when fyrſt he fell in 
ok love. | po 
HEN fyrſt myne Eyes did view and mark, 
Thy fayr Beauty to behold, *' 
And when my Ears lyſned to hark, 
The pleaſant woords that thou me tolde. 
I would as then I had been free, | 
From Ears to hear, and Eyes to fee. . 5 
And when my Lipps gan fyrſt to mone, Tor 4 
Whereby my hart to thee was knowne, 
And when my tongue dyd talke of love, 
To thee that haſt true loue downe throwne. 
I would my lipps and tongue alſoe, 
Had then been dumme, no deal to goe. 
And when my hands haue handled ought, - 
That thee hath kept in memory, 
And when my feet haue gone and ſought, 
To find and get the Company. 
J would each hand a foot had beene, 
And I each foot A hand had feen. 
And when in mind J dyd conſent, | 
To follow this my fancies will, | | | = 
And when my hart did firſt relent, 3 
To taſt ſach bait my life to ſpill. 
I would my hart had been as thine, 
Or els thy hart had been as myne. 


The Lover determineth to ſerve faith uy, a 


88 love will needs, that I ſhall love, 
Of very force I muſt agree, 
And ſince no Chaunce may it remove, . ; 
= 8 and in 5 : 7 
all alway my ſelfe apply, 
To ſerve and ſuffer patiaga | 
Though for good will I finde but hate, 
And Cruelly my life to waſt, : 
| 0 8 3 8 And 
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And though that {till A wretched ſtate, 
Should pyne my days vnto the laſt : 
Yet I profeſs it willingly, 

To ſerve and ſuffer patiently. | 

For ſince my hart is bound to ſerue, 

And I not ruler of myne owne, 

What ſoe befall, tyll that I ſterue, 

By proofe full well it ſhall be knowne. 
That I ſhall ſtill my felf apply, 

To ſerve and ſuffer patiently. 

Yet though my Griefe finde noe redreſs, 
But ſtill encreaſe before myne Eyes, 
Though my reward be Cruelneſſe, 

With all the harme, happs can deuyſe, 
Let J profeſs it willingly, _ i 
To ſerue and ſufter patiently. 

Yea though fortune her pleaſant face, 
Sould ſhew, to ſet me up aloft, - | 
And ſtraight my wealth for tq deface, 
Should wrythe away, as ſhe doth oft. 
Yet would I ſtill my ſelf applye, 

To ſerve and ſuffer patiently. | 

There is no griefe, no ſmert, no wo, 
'That yet I feel, or after ſhall, _ 8 
That from this minde may make me goe, 
And whatſoever me befall, ED 
Ido profeſs it willingly, 

'To ſerve and ſuffer patiently. 


The Lover ſuſpeted blameth It Tongues. 


Iſtruſtfull minds be moved, 
1 To haue me in ſuſpe&, © 
The Truth it ſhall be proved, 
Which time ſhall once detect. 
Though falſhed goe about, 
Of Crime me to accuſe, 
At length I do not doubt, 
But truth ſhall me Excuſe. 
Such Sauce, as they haue ſerved, 
To me without deſert, 


* 
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Even as they haue deſerved, 
Thereof God ſend them part. 


The Lover Complaineth, and his Lacie Comforteth. 


Lover. 1 T burneth yet, alas, my heartes deſire, 
Lady. What is the thing, that hath inflam'd 
5 (thy Heart? 
Lo. A Certaine point as fervent as the fyre. 
La. The heat ſhall ceaſe if that thou wilt convert, 
L. I cannot ſtop the fervent rageing yre, 
La. What may Ido, if thy ſelf cauſe thy ſmart ? 
Lo. Heare my requeſt, and rew my weeping chere 
La. With right good will ſay on lo, I thee here. 
Lo. That thing would I, that maketh two content, 
La. Thou ſeekeſt, perchaunce of me, that I may not. 
Lo. Would God, thou wouldeſt, as thou mayſt, well aſſent. 
La. That I may not the Griefe is myne, God wot, 
Lo. But if I feele, whatſo thy woordes have ment. 
La. Sufpe& me not, my woordes be not forgett. 
Lo. Then ſay, alas! ſhall I have help or no. 
La. I ſee no time to anſwer, yea, but no. 
Lo. Say yea, dere hart, and ſtand no more in doubt. 
La. I may not grant a thing that is ſo dere. 
Lo. Lo with delayes, thou dry ves me {till about. 
La. Thou wouldeſt my death, it plainly doth appeare. 
Lo. Firſt may my heart his blood, and life blede out. 
La. Then for my ſake, alaſs! thy will forbeare. 
Lo. From day to day, thus waſtes my Lyfe away. 
La. Yet for the beſt, ſuffre ſome ſmale delay. 
Lo. Now good, ſay yea, do once ſo good a dede, 
La. If I ſayd yea, what ſhould thereof enſue 2 
Lo. An heart in payne of ſuccour ſo ſhould ſpede, 
Twixt yea, and nay, my dout ſhall ſtill renew, 
My ſwete, ſay yea, and do away this drede. 
La. Thou wilt nedes fo, be it ſo, but then be trew. 
Zo. Nought would I eye, nor other Treaſure none, 
Thus hearts be wonne by Eove, requeſt, and mone. 


. 
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Why loue is blinde. 


F purpoſe, love choſe firſt for to be blinde, 
For he with fight of that, that I beholde, 

Vanquiſht had been, againſt all godly kynde, 
His bow your hand, and truſſe ſhould haue unfold. 
And He with me to ſerve had been Aſſinde, 
Bur, for he blind, and reckleſs would him holde. 
And ſtill, by chance, his dredly ſtrokes beſtow, 
With ſuch, as ſee, I ſerve, and ſuſſer wo. 


To his unkinde love. 


| We AT rage is this, what furor of what kynde, 
What power what plage, doth wery thus mye 


Within my bones to rankle is aſſynde, (winde 3 3 


What Poyſon pleaſant ſwete. 

Lo ſee myne Eyes flow with continual teares, 
The Body ſtill away ſleepleſſe it weares, 
My foode nothing my fainting ſtrength repayres 
Nor doth my limmee ſuſtayne. 

In depe wyde wound, the deadly ſtroke doth turne, 
To cureleſſe skarre that never ſhall returne, 

Go to, triumph, rejoyce thy goodly turne, 
Thy frend thou doeſt oppreſſe. 
Oppreſſe thou doeſt, and haſt of him no cure, 

Nor yetr my plaint no pitie can procure, | 
Fierce Tygre, fell, hard rocke without recure 
Cruel rebell to lore. 

Once may thou love, never beloved again, 

So love thou ſtill, and not thy Love obtayne, 
So wrathfull- love with ſpites of juſt diſdaine, 


May thret thy cruell hart. 
Tbe lover blameth bis inſtant defyre. 


D 7 (alas!) my Maiſter, and my fo, 
So fore altered thy ſelfe, how maiſt thou ſee, 
Some time thou ſekeſt, and dryves me to and fro, 
Some time thou leadeſt, that leageth thee and me, 
What reaſon is to rule thy ſubjects ſo, 
By forced law and mutabilitie? | 
Feen where by thee I doubted to have . 
ven now by "HATE agayye'1 doubt the ſame. ' The 


{ 
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| The Lover complaineth his eſtate. 
See that chance hath choſen me, 8 
1 Thus ſecretly to live in payne, 
And to another geuen the free, 
Of all my loſſe to have the gayne, 
By chance aſſinde thus do I ſerve, 
And other have that I deſerve. 
Unto my ſelf ſome time alone, 
I do lament my wofull caſe, 
But what availeth me to mone, 
Since truth and pitie hath no place, 
In them, to whom I ſue and ſerve, 
And other have that I deſerve, _ . 

To ſeke by meane to change this mind, 
Alas, I prove it will not be, = 
For in my heart I cannot finde, 

Once to refrayne, but ſtill agree 
As bound by force alway to ſerve, 
And other have that I deſerve. 

Such is the fortune that I have, | 
To love them moſt, that love me leſt, 3 je 
And to my payne to ſeeke and craye | | 

The thing, that other have poſleſt, : 
So thus in vaine alway I ſerve, .. ALA 
And other have that I deſerve. 

And till I may appeaſe the heate, _ 

If that my happe will happe ſo well = ; ; 
To wayle my wo my heart ſhall freate 

Whoſe penſif payne my tong can tell, 

Yet thus unhappy muſt I ſerve, 

And other have that I deſerve. 


0 bis love called Anna. 


HAT woord is that, that changeth not, 
Though it be turnde and made in wayne, 
It is mynne Anna, God it wote . 
The only Cauſer of my payne, 
My love that medeth with Diſdaine, 
Yet is it loved, what will you more, 
It is my Salve, and eke my fore. 
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That pleaſure is mixed with every paine. 

| roomy thornes that are ſo ſharpe and kene, 
Beare flowers we ſee, full freſh and fayre of Huc, 

Poyſon is alſo put in Medicine, | 

And unto Man his health doth oft renue, 

The fyre that all things eke conſumeth clene, 

May hurt and heale: then if that this be true, 

I truſt ſome time my harm may be my health, 

Sins every woe is joyned with ſome wealth. 


A riddle of a g yft gaven by a Ladie. 
5 Lady gave me a gift ſhe had not, 

A And Lee e her gift which I took not, 
She gave it me willingly, and yet ſhe would not, 
And J received it albeit I could not. | 
If ſhe give it me I force not, 

And if ſhe take it again ſhe cares not, 
Conſter what this is and tell not, 
For I am faſt ſworne, I may not. 


| That ſpeaking or profering bringes alway ſpe- 
| ; ding. 5 | 


-— thou and ſpede, where will or power ought. 
| ; 8 | - (helpeth, 
Where power doth want, will muſt be "oe, Dy 

welth : 
For nede will ſpede, where will Workes not his kynde, 
And gayne, thy foes thy frendes ſhall cauſe thee fynd. 
For Sute and Golde, what do not they obtayne, 
Of good and bad the Tryers are theſe Wayne. 
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He ruleth not though be reigne over Realmes that is 
ſubjett to bis n luſtes. 


F thou wilt mighty be, flee from the rage, 
I Of Cruell Will, and ſee thou kepe the free, 
From the foul Yoke of ſenſual Bondage, 
For though thine Empire ſtretche to Indian See, 
And for thy fear trembleth the fardeth Thules, 
If thy deſyre have over thee the power, 
Subject then art thou, and no Governour. 

If to be noble and wh thy mind be moved, 
Conſider well thy grounde and thy beginning, 
For he that hath eche Starre in Heaven fixed, 
And gives the Moone her hornes and her eclipſing. 
A lyke hath made the noble in his working, 

So that wretched no way may thou be, 
Except foule luſt and vyce doe conquer thee- 
All wer that ſo thou had a Flood of Golde, 
Unto thy thirſt yet ſhould it not ſuffice, 
And though with Indian Stones a thouſand folde, 
More precious then can thy ſelf deviſe. 
Ycharged were thy backe, thy covetile, 
And buſy Byting yet ſhould never let, 
Thy wretched lyfe, nede do thy death profet. 


1 
TT 
+ "=. 


IWhetber Libertie by loſſæ of life or life 'y priſon and 
thraldome be to be preferred. 


Yke as the byrde within the Cage lucloſed, 
The dore unſparred, her foe the hawke without 

Twixt death and priſon pitiouſly oppreſſed, 

Whether for to chooſe ſtandeth in dour. 

Lo ſo do I, which ſeke to bring about, 

Which ſhould be beſt by determination 

By loſle of life, libertie, or lyfe by priſon. 
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O Miſchief by Miſchief to be redrefled, 

Where payne is beſt there lyeth but little pleaſure, 

By ſhort death better to be delivered, 

Then byde in painfull lyfe, thraldome and dolour. 

Small is the pleaſure where much payne we ſuffer, 

Rather therefore to chuſe me thinketh wiſdome, 

By loſs of lyfe libertie, then lyfe by priſon. 
And yett me thinkes although I live and ſuffer, 

I do but wayte a time and fortunes chance, 

Oft many thinges do happen in one hower, 

That which oppreſt me now may me advance, 

In time is truſt which by deathes grevaunce 

Is holy loſt. Then were it not reaſon _ 

By death to chuſe Libertie, and not life by priſon. _ 
But death wer deliverance where lif lengthens paine, 

Of theſe two illes let ſee now chuſe the beſt, 

'This Bird to deliver rhat here doth plaine ; 

What ſay ye Lovers, which ſhal be the beſt ? 

In cage thraldome, or by the hawke oppreſt ; 

And which to chuſe, make plain Concluſion 

By loſs of lyfe libertie, or lyfe by priſon. 
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ai uſt bourders of money. | 


F OR ſhamefaſt harme of great and hatefull nede, 
In depe diſpayre, as did a wretch go, 

With ready Corde out of his life to ſpede, 

His ſtumbling foot did fynde an hoorde, la, 

Of Gold, I ſay, where he preparde this Dede 

And in exchange, he left the corde tho? 

He that had hid the Golde, and found it not, 

Of that he found he ſhapt his Neck a knot. 


| Deſcription 
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L Deſcription of a gonne. 


Ulcane begat me, Minerua me taught, 
Nature my Mother, Craft nouriſht me yere by yere 
Three bodies are my foode ; my ſtrength is in naught, 
Anger, wrath, waſte, and noyſe, are my Children dere. 
Geſſe frende, what I am, and how I am wraught, 
Monſter of ſea or of lande, or of els where 
Know me, and uſe me, and I may thee defend, 


And if I be thine Enemie I may thy life ende. 
Mate being in priſon to Bryan. 


O are my foode, my drinke are my teares, 
Clinking of fetters would ſuch muſike crave, 

Stinke, and cloſe ayre, away my life it weares 

Poor Innocence is all the hope J have, 

Rayne, wynde, or weather, judge I by myne ears, 
Malice aſſautes that righteouſneſſe ſhould have. 

Sure am I, Bryan, this wound ſhall heale againe, 
But yett, alas! the skarre ſhall ſtill remaine. 


| of Diſſæmbling woords. 


1 the World if it were ſought, _ 
Fayre words ynoughe a Man ſhall fynde ; 
They be good chepe, they coſt right nought, 
Their ſubſtance is but only wynde : 

But well to ſay, and ſo to meane, 

That ſwete accorde is ſeldome ſene. 


Of the mean and ſure Eftate. 


88 who ſo lis upon the Slipper wheele, 
Of high Eſtate, and let me here rejoyce, 


94 SONGES and SONETTE S. 
And uſe my life in quietneſſe eche delle, 
Unknowne in Court that hath the wanton joyes, 
In hidden place my time ſhall ſlowly paſſe, 

And when my yeres be paſt without annoyſe, 

Let me dye old after the common trace, 
For grypes of Death do he too hardly paſs ; 
That knowne is to all, but to himſelf, alas! 

He dyeth unknowne daſed with dreadfull face. 


The Courtiers Life. 


N Court to ſerve decked with freſhe araye, 

Of ſugared Meates feling the ſwete repaſt, 
The Lyfe in Bankets and ſundry kyndes of playe, 
Amid the preſſe the worldly lookes to waſte. 
Hath with it joyned oft times ſuch bitter taſte, 
That who ſo joyes ſuch kinde of life to holde, 
In priſon joyes fettred with chaines of Golde. 


Of Diſappointed purpoſe by Negligence. 


Or Carthage he that worthy warriour, 

Could overcome, but could not uſe his chance 
And Ilikewyſe of all my long Endeavour, 

The ſharpe Conqueſt though fortune did avance, 
Ne could I uſe, the hold that is given over, 

T vnpoſſeſſe, ſo hangeth now in balance. 

Of ware, my peace, rewarde of all my payne, 
At Mountzon thus I reſtleſs reſt in Spaine. 


Of his returne from Spayne. 

K farewell that weſtward with thy Stremes, 
Tufnes up the graines of Gold already tryde, 

For I with Spurre and faile go ſeke the temmes; 

Sayne ward the Sunne that ſheweth her welrhy pride; 


And 
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And to the Towne that Brutus ſought by dreames, 
Like bended Moon that leaves her luſty ſyde, 
My King, my Countrey, I ſeke for whom I live, 
O mighty Jove the wyndes for this me geve. 


Of Sodaine truſting. 


Riven by deſyre I did this dede, 
D To danger my ſelf without cauſe why, 
To truſt th*untrue not lyke to ſpede, 

To ſpeake and promiſe faithfully. 
But now the proofe doth verify, 
That who ſo truſteth ere he know, 
Doth hurt himſelf and pleaſe his foe. 


Of the Mother that eat her child at the Siege of 


Feruſalem, 


With furious famine ſtandeth at debate 
The Mother faith, O Child unhappy, 
Return thy blood where thou hadſt Milke of late. 
| Yeld me thoſe lymmes that I made unto thee, 
And enter there where thou wer generate, 
For of One body againſt all nature, 
To another muſt I make Sepulture. 


Of the. Meane and fure Eſtate written to 
| | John Poynes, 3 


E breſt whyles Motherly pitty, 


VI. Mothers Maides when they do ſow and ſpinne, 
They ſing a Song made of a fieldiſh Mouſe, 
That for becauſe her livelod was but thinne, | 
Would needs go ſee her Towniſh Siſters houſe. 

She tought her ſelf endurde to grievous payne, 


The ſtormy blaſtee her Cave ſo ſore did ſouſe; 
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That when the furrous ſwimmed with the rayne, 


She mult lye cold and wet in ſory plight, | 
And worſe then that bare Meate ther did remayne, 


To Comfort her, when ſhe her houſe had dight. 


Some tyme a Barley corne, ſome time a Beane, 
For which ſhe Jaboured hard both day and night. 
In harveſt ryme, whyle ſhe might go and Gleane, - 
And when her ſtore was ſtroyed with the floode, 


Then welaway for ſhe undone was clene, 
Then was ſhe faine to take inſtede of foode 


Slepe if ſhe might, her hunger to begyle, 
My ſiſter, quod ſhe, hath a living good, 
And hence from me ſhe dwelleth not a myle ; 
In colde and ſtorme ſhe lyeth warm and drye 
In bed of downe, the durt doth not defyle 
Her tender foot, ſhe labours not as IJ. 


Richely ſhe fedes and at the Riche mannes coſt, 


And for her Meate ſhe nedes not crave nor cry, 
By Sea, by Land, of delicates the moſt 
Her cater ſekes, and ſpareth for no perell, 
She fedes on boyld meate, bake meate and on roſt, 
And hath therefore no whit of charge nor travell 
And when ſhe liſt, the licour of the Grape 
Doth glad her heart, till that her Belly (well ; 
And at this Journey makes ſhe but a jape, 

So forth ſhe goes, truſting of all this wealth, 
With her Siſter her part ſo for to ſhape, | 
Thar if ſhe might there kepe herſelf in health, 
To live a Lady while her life doth laſt, 
And to the dore now is ſhe come by ſtealth, 
And with her foote anone ſhe ſcrapes full faſt, 
Th'other for feare durſt not well ſcarce appeare 


Of every noiſe ſo was the wretch agaſt 


At laſt, ſhe asked ſoftly who was there, 

And in her lauguage as well as ſhe could, 

Pepe (quod the other) Siſter I am here. . | 
Feds the Towne Mouſe) why ſpeakeſt thou ſo 
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Welcome, quod ſhe my Siſter by the roode, | 
She feaſted her, that Joy it wasto tell, | 
The fayre they had, they drank the wyne ſo clere, 
And as to purpoſe now and then it fell 
She chered her, with how Siſter what chere? 
Amid this Joy befell a ſory chance, 
That welaway, the Stranger bought full dere, 
The fare ſhe had, for as ſhe lookte a skunce, _ 
Under a ſtole ſhe ſpied. two ſtteming eyes 
In a rounde heade with ſharp eares: In France 
Was never Mouſe ſo ſerde, for the unwyſe 
Had not yſene ſuch a beaſt before, 

Yet had nature taught her after guyſe _ 
To know her foe, and dread him evermore ; 
The Towne mouſe fled, ſhe knew whither to go, 
The other had no ſhift, but wonders ſore, ' 
Ferde of her life, at home ſhe wiſht her tho?, 
And to do, alas! as ſhe did kippe, ety 
The Heaven it would, lo! and cke her chaunce was ſo, 
At the threſholde her ſely foote did trippe, 5 
And ere ſne might recover it again, PE 

The Traytour Cat had caught her by the hippe; 

And made her there againſt her will remayne, 

That had forgot her poore Suertie, and reſt, 

Forſeking welth, wherein ſhe thought to raygne. 

Alas (my poynes) how men do ſeke the beſt, 
And finde the worſe, by Error as they ſtaye; 

And no marvell, when, ſight is ſo oppreſt, 

And blindes the guyde, anone out of the way 

Goeth guyde, and all in ſeking quiet life. 

O wretched Myndes ! there is no golde that may, 
Graunt that you ſeke, no warre, no peace, no ſtrife, 
No, no, althought thy head were hoopte with golde, 
Serjeant with Mace, with Hawbart, Sword nor knife, 
Can not repulſe the care that folow ſhould, 
Eche kynde of lyfe hath with him his diſeaſe, 

Live in delites, even as thy luſt woulde, 5 
And thou ſhalt finde when luſt doth moſt thee pleaſe, 
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It yrketh ſtraight, and by itſelf doth fade. = 
A ſmail thing is that, that may thy minde appeaſe: i 
None of you all there is, that is ſo madde 
To ſeke for grapes on brambles, or on briers, 
For none I trow, that hath a witte ſo badde 
To ſet his hay for Conies over Rivers, 
Nor ye ſet not a Dragge-net for an hare ; 
And yet the thing that moſt is your deſire, 
- You do miſlike, with more travell and care 
Make plaine thine heart that it be not knotted. 
With hope or dreade, and ſee thy will be bare 
From all Affectes, whom vyce hath never ſpotted; 
Thy ſelf content with that is thee Aſſynde, 
And uſe it well that is to thee Allotted: 
Then ſeke no more out of thy ſelf to fynde 


4 The thing that thou haſt ſought ſo long before; 1 


For thou ſhalt feele it ſticking in thy mynde 
Made, if ye liſt to continue your ſore, 
Let preſent paſſe, and gape on time to come, 
And depe thy ſelf in Travell more and more, | 
Henceforth (my Poynes) this ſhall be all and ſome, 
Thoſe wretched fooles ſhall have nought els of me: = 
But, to the Great God, and to his dome, | 

None other payne pray I for them to be, 1 

But when the rage doth leade them from the right = 
That looking Backward vertue they may ſee = 

Even as ſhe is ſo goodly, fayre and bright; = 

And whylſt they claſpe theyr luſts in Armes acroſſe, 

Graunt them good Lord, as thou maiſt of thy might, | 

To freat inward, for loſing ſuch a loſs, - 
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Of the Courtiers life, written t9 Jobn Poynes. | 


The cauſes why that homeward I me draw, 

And flee the preaſe of Courtes, whereſo they goe, 

Rather then to live thrall under the awe 4k 

Of Lordly lookes, wrapped within my Cloke, 

To will and luſt learning to ſet a Law , . 

It is not, that becauſe I ſtorme or mocke 

The power of them whom fortune here hath lent 

Charge over us, of right to ſtrike the Stroke; - 

But true it is, that I have always ment 

Leſs to eſteeme them, then the common ſort, 
Of Outward thinges that Judge in their entent: 

Without regarde, what inward doth. reſort, 

I graunt, ſome time of Glory that the fyre, _ 

Doth touch my heart, me liſt not to report. 

Blame by honour and honour to deſyre. 

But how may I this honour now attaine, 

That cannot dye the colour blacke a lyer? 

My poynes, I cannot frame my tune to fayn. 

To cloke the truth, for praiſe without deſert, 

Of them that liſt all vice for to retayne, 
I cannot honour them that ſet theyr part 

With Venus and Bacchus all their life long. _ 

Nor hold my peace of them, although I ſmart, _ 

I cannot crouche nor knele to ſuch a wronge. 

To worſhip them like God on Earth alone, 

That are as Wolves theſe ſely Lambes among, 

I cannot with my Woordes complayne and mone. 

And ſuffer nought nor ſmart without complaint, 

Nor turne the word that from my mouth is gone, 

I cannot ſpeake and looke like a Saint. 
Uſe wyles for wit, and make deſceit a pleaſure, > 


7 M' own John Poines, {ins ye delight to know | 


” 


Call craft Counſaile, for lucre ſtill to payntt. 
I can not wreſt the Law to fyll the Coffter 
With innocent blood to feed my ſelf fattTqm 

And do moſt hurt where that moſt helpe T offer. 


) 
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I amnot he that can allow the State, 

Of hye Caeſer, and damne Cato to dye, 

That with his death did ſcape out of the gate, 
From Caeſers hands, if Livy doth not 1ye. 
And would not live where Liberty was loſt, 

So did his heart the Common wealth apply, 

I am nòt he, ſuch eloquence to boſt, 

To make the crow in ſinging, as the Swanne ; '' © 
Nor call the Lyon of Coward beaſtes the moſt, 
That cannot take a Mouſe, as the Cat can, 

And he that dyeth for honger of the Golde, 

Call him Alexander, and ſay that Pan, 

Paſſeth Apollo in Muſike many folde, 

Praiſe Syr Copas for a noble tale, 

And ſcorne the Story that the Knight tolde, 

Praiſe him for Counſell that is dronke of Ale. : 
Grinne when he laughes, that beareth all the Sway, 


Frowne when he frownes, and grone when - þ | 
| - 5 Gwe 


On others luſt, to hang both night and day, 
None of theſe pointes would ever frame in me, 
3 My wit is nought, I can not learn the way, 
=. And much the leſs of things that greater be. 


| That asken helpe of colours to deviſe, 

I To joyne the meane with eche extremitie, 

. With nereſt vertue ay to cloke the vyce, © 
N And as to purpoſe likewiſe it ſhall fall, 
* 4 To preſſe the vertue that it may not tyſe. 
= | As Dronkenneſs good felowſhip to call, 

5 © The frendly foe with his faire double face, 

. Say he is Gentle, and Curties there withall, 

I Affirme that favill hath a goodly grace. 

3 In eloquence, and cruelty to name, 


3 Zeale of Juſtice, and change in time and place, 
Y And,he that ſuffereth offence without blame, 
Call him pitiefull, and him true and playne, 
That rayleth rechleſs unto eche mans ſhame, 
Say he is rade, that cannot lye and fayne. 

= The lecher a lover and tyranny 155 
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To be right of a princes raigne, 

I cannot I, no no, it will not be. 

This is the cauſe that I could never yet, 

Hang on their Sleves the weigh (as thow maiſt ſee) 
A chippe of chaunce, more then a pound of Wit, 
This makes me at home to hunt and hawke, 

And in foul weather at my book to it, 

In froſt and Snow, then with my bowe ſtalke, 

No man doth marke whereſo I ryde or goe, 

In luſty leas at libertie I walke. 

And of theſe Newes J fele no weale no woe, 

Save that a clogge doth hang yett at my hele, 

No force for that, for that is Ordred ſo, 

That I may leape both hedge and dyke full wele. 
I am not now in France to judge the wyne, 

With ſavery Sauce thoſe delicates to feele, 

Nor yet in Spayne, where one muſt him incline, 
Rather then to be, Outwardly to ſeme, 

I meddle not with wittes that be ſo fyne, 

Nor Flanders chere lettes not my Sight to deme, 
Of black and white nor taket my wittes away, 
With Beaſtlineſs, ſuch doe thoſe beaſtes eſteme, 
Nor I am nor, where truth is geven in pray 

For Money, pryſon and treaſon, of ſome 

A common practice uſed night and daye; 

But I am here in Kent and Chriſtendome, 

Among the Muſes, where I reade and ryme, 

Where if thou liſt, mine own John Poynes to come, 
Thou fhalt be judge, how I do ſpende my tyme. 


How to uſe the court and himſelf therin, written to 
Syr Fraunces Bryan. 24 


A Spending hend that alway powreth out, 

Had nede to have a bringer in as faſt, 
And on the ſtone that ſtill doth turne about, [2 - 
There groweth no Moſſe: Theſe proverbes yet doe laſt, 


5 Reaſon 
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Reaſon hath ſet them in ſo ſure a place, 


Full neare that wynde goth trouth in great miſeaſe, 
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That length of ycres their force ean never waſte, 
When I remember this and eke the caſe = 
Wherein thou ſtandſt, IT thought fourthwith to write 
(Bryan) to thee, who knowes how great a grace, : 

In writing 1s to counſayle Man the right, 


To thee therefore that trottes ſtyll up and downe, 
And never reſts but running day and Night, [v1 


From Realme to Realme, from Citie ſtrete, anf 
; | | | . (Towae ; 

Why doeſt thou weare thy Body to the bones 

ad mighteſt at home flepe in thy bedde of downe, [ 

And cer pong Ale ſo nappy for the nones, : f 

Fede thy felt fatte ane heape up pounde by pound, ; 

Lykeſt thou not this? No, why? for ſwine ſo groines 

In ſtye, and chaw dung monlded on the ground, 

And drivel on pearles, with head ſtill in the Manger, 

So of the harpe the Aſſe doth heare the ſound, . 

So ſackes of durt be filde. The neat Courtier - 

So ſerves for leſſe, then do theſe fatted wine, 


Though I ſeme leane and drye without a Moiſter, 
Vet will I ſerve my prince, my Lord and thyne, 


And let them live to fede the paunch that liſt, 


So may I live to fede both me and myne, 


By God well ſayd. But what and if thou wiſt 
How to bring in, as faſt as thou doeſt ſpende 

That would I learne, and it ſhall not be miſt 

To tell the how. Now harke what I intende 
Thou knoweſt well firſt, who ſo can ſeke to pleaſe, 
Sha! purchaſe frendes, where trouth ſhall but offende, 
Flee therefore truth, it is both welth and caſe, 

For though that trouth of every man hath praiſe, 


Uſe vertue, as it goeth now a dayes, 
In woord alone to make thy language ſwete, 
And of the dede, yet doe not as thou ſayes, 
Els be thou ſure, thou ſhalt be farre unmete, FEY 
To geat thy bread, eche thing is now ſo skant, 
Seke {till thy profit upon thy bare fete, 
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Lend in no wile for fear that thou do want; 
Unleſſe it be, as to a Calfe a cheſe, 
But if thou can be ſure to win a cant 
Of half at leaſt, it is not good to leeſe. 
Learne at the Ladde, that in a long white cote, 
From under the ſtall withouten landes or fee, 
Hath lept into the ſnoppe, who knowes by rote, 
This rule that I have tolde thee here before, 
Sometime alſo riche Age begynnes to dote, 
Se thou when there thy gayne may be the more, 
Stay him by the Arme where fo he walk or goe, 
Be nere alway, and if he cough to ſore, 
What he hath ſpyt treade out, and pleaſe him ſo 
A diligent knave that pykes his Maiſters purſe 
May pleaſe him fo, that he withouten mo, 
Executour is, and what is he the worſe, 
But it ſo chance, thou get nought of the Man, 
The Widow may for all thy payne disburſe 
A riveled skinne, a ſtinking breath, what than? 
A tootheleſſe Mouth ſhall doe thy Lippes no harme; 
The Gold is good, and though ſhe curſe or banne, 
Yet where thee liſt, thou mayſt lye good and warme; 
Let the old Mule byte upon the brydle, + 
Whilſt there do tye a fweter in thine Arme, 
In this alſo ſec that thou be not ydle, | 
Thy Nece, thy Coſin, ſiſter or thy Daughter 
If ſhe be fayre, if hanſome be her middle, 
If thy better hath her love beſought her, 
Avaunce his cauſe and he ſhall helpe thy nede 
It is but love, turne thou it to a laughter. 
But ware I ſay, ſo Gold the helpe and ſpede, 
That in this caſe thou be not ſo unwyſe, 
As pander was in ſuch a lyke dede, 
For he the foole of Conſcience was ſo nyce, =. 


That he no gayne would have for all his payne 


Be next thy ſelfe, for Friendſhip bears no pryce, 
Laugheſt thou at me? why? do I ſpeak in vayne? 
No not at thee, but at thy thryfty jeſt | 


M wouldeſt 
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Wouldeſt thou, I ſhoulde for any loſſe or gayne 
Change that for golde that I have tane for beſt > 
Next godly thinges, tq have an honeſt name, 
Should I leave that then take me for a'beaſt. 
Nay then farewel, ane if thou care for ſhame 
Content the with honeſt povertie, 

With free tong, what thee miſlykes, to blame 
And for thy trouth ſome time Adverſitie, 
And there withall this gyft I ſhall thee give, 
In this world now little proſperitie, 

And quoyte to kepe, as water in a ſive. 


A The Song of Topas wy ſhed. 


HEN Dido feaſted fyrſt the wandring raf 
(Knight, 
Whom Junos wrath with Stormes did force in Libik 
05 ands to Light. 
That mighty Atlas taught the Supper laſting long, 

With criſped lockes, in Golden Harpe Jopas ſang in ſong: 
That ſame (quod he) that we the world do _ and 
name. 


Of Heaven and Earth Gi all conten tes, it is the very 
(frame: 


Of thus, of heavenly powers by more powre ſep in 
one, 

Repugnant kindes, in middes of whom the earth hath 
(place alone. 

Firme, rounde, of living things the Morher, place and 
+ (Nourſe, 

Without the which i in egall weight this heaven doth hold 
(his courſe. 

And it is calde by name, the firſt and moving heaven, 

The firmament is placed next containing other ſeven. 
Of heavenly powers that ſame is Planted L and 
thicke, 
As ſhining lights which we call starres, that therein 
(cleave and ſticke. 
With 


* 
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With great ſwift sway the fyrſt, and with his [og 
e A +, F | ours, 
Carieth it ſelf, and all thoſe eyght in even continual 
? | | | (cours. 
And of this world fo round within that rolling cale, 
Two points there be that never move, but firmly kepe 
5 | (their place. 
The tone we ſee alway, the tother ſtands object, 
Againſt the ſame divyding juſt, the Ground by line 
8 8 Vn | (direct. 
Which by ymagination, drawne from the one to th'other, 
Toucheth the centreof the Earth, for way there is none 


| | ; (other, 

And theſe becalde the poles, deſcride by Starres not 
1 3 (bright, 
Artike the one Northward we ſee, Antartike thother 
975 __ (higher 


| The iyne, that we deyſe from thone to thother ſo, 
As axell is, upon which the heavens about do go, 
Which of water nor Earth, of Ayre nor 1 _ | 
| | | Inde; 
Therefore the ſubſtance of thoſe ſame were W N 
r | | to find ; 
But they been uncorupt, ſimple and pure unmixt ; 
And ſo we fay been all thoſe Starres, that in the ſame be 
SO BY | 5 (fixt 5 
And eke thoſe erring ſeven, in cyrcle as they ſtray, 
So calde, becauſe againſt that fyrſt they have * 
| HT | ou | Way, 
And ſmaller by ways too, ſcant ſenſible to Man, 'E 
To buſy woorke for my poor harpe, let ſing then 2 5 
| 1 . | 8 can, 
The wydeſt fave the fyrſt of all theſe nyne above, 
One hundred yere doth aske of ſpace for one _— to 
a C move: 
Of which Decrees we make in the fyrſt moving yo 
3; ave T4 9 OE OT ven, 
Three hundred and threeſcore in partes, juſtly _ 
r | | (even; 


„ And 
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And yet there is another between thoſe heavens two, 
Whoſe moving is ſo ſlye ſo flacke, I name it not for 
(now. 
The ſeventh heaven, or the Shell next to the Starry 
b ye, 
All thoſe Degrees that gathereth up- Sub aged 4 25 
flye, 
And doth Perfourme the ame, as Elders. wn hath 
bene, 
| In Nine and Twenty yeres complete, and Go almoſt 
( (Sixteen, 
Do carye in his bought the Starre of 3 olde, | 
A threatner of all living things with drought, and with 
(his cold, 
The bt whom this conteins, doth ſtalke with yonger 
(paſe, 
And in ewelre Yere doth fome what more then thothers 
(vyage was, 

And thys in it doth beare the Starre of Jove benigne, 
Twene Saturnes Malice, and us Men, friendly defend- 
| | (ing Signe ; 
The fifth beares Bloudy Mars, that in three en 
Dayes 
And twiſe eleven with one full Vere hath finiſh't all thoſe 
(wayes. 

A Yere doth aske the fourth, and howers therto ſixe, 

And in the ſame the dayes eye, the Sune therein he 
(ttickes. 

The thyrd that Governde is by that, that Governs me, 
And love for love, and for no love provokes, as oft we 
(ſee. 


In like ſpace doth perfournis that courſe, that y the 


| other, 
So doth the next, the next unta the ſame, that ſecond is 
, (in Order. 

But it doth beare the Starre, that calde is Mercury, 
That many a crafty ſecret Steppe doth treade, as Catcars 
(trye, 
That skye is laſt, and fit next us thoſe wayes hath gone 


Inſevenand twenty common days, and eke the third Io 3 
An 
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And bearerh with his Sway the dyvers Moone about. 
Now bright, now brown, now bent, now full, and now 
" T4090 - avi . 3 (her light is out: 
Thus have they of their owne two movinges all theſe 
> OTT6) $5100" 116 2 | (ſeven, . 
One, wherin they be carried ſtill, eche in his . 
| | ven: 
Another of themſelves. where theyr bodies be layde 
In by waies, and in leſſer roundes, as I afore have ſayde, 
Save of them all the Sunne doth ſtray leaſt from the ſtreight, 
The Starry Skye hath but One courſe, that we have calde 
p 12 10 . (the Eight. 
And all theſe movinges Eyght are ment from Weſt to Eaſt, 
Although they ſeeme to clyme aloft, I ſay from (0 2 
(Weſt; 
But that is but by force of theyr firſt moving Skye, 
In twiſe twelve howres from Eaſt to Eaſt that carieth 
1 36:73 * (them by and by. 
But marke me well alſo, the moving of theſe ſeven, 
Be not about the axletree of the fyrſt moving heaven; 
For they have theyr two poles directly tone to the 
(tother, 


Hr * Whatte the Elder. 
Vncerta ine Aucors. 


The Complaint of a lover with Suite to his love 
l 


JF ever woefull man might move your hartes to ruthe, 
Good Ladies heare his wofulplaynt, whoſe death ſhall 
e 90 49% 91:49 52 aateryeliverrnth; 
And rightlful Judges be on this his true report, 
If he deſerve a lover's name among the faithfull ſo-t ; 
Five hundred times the Sunne hath lodgde him in the 


W 1 (Welt ; 
Bince in my bart I harbred fyrſt of all the —_— 
15 i dn ads —_ geit, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe woorthineſs to ſhew, my wittes are all to 
| (faynr, | 
And I lacke canning of the Scholes, in colours her to 
(paynt. 

But this 1 briefly ſay in woordes of gall weight, 
So voyde of vyce was never — nor with ſuch vertues 


(freight, 

And for her beauties prayſe, no wight that with her 
(warres, 

For where ſhe comes, ſhe ſhews herſelf, as Sunne among 
(the Starres. 

But Lord thou waſt to blame, to frame ſuch Parke” 
neſſe, 

And puttes no pitie in her hart, my ſorowes to re- 
| (dreſle : 
For if * knew the pains and panges that I have 

| (paſt, 

A wonder would it be to you, how that my life hath 
(laſt 


Whenditeabe Godp agreed; charCupid with his Bowe 
Should ſhote his Arrowes from her eyes, on me his might 
1 (to ſhow. 

1 knew i it was in vaine my force to truſt upon. 

And well I wiſt it was no Shame to yield to 68 a 

One. 

T hen did I me my with humble hart and 

(mynde, 

To 0 her Man for evermore, as by the Gods aſſinde. 
And ſince that day, no wo, where with love might tor- 

(ment, 

Could move me from this faythfull band, or make me 

(once repent: 

Yet have felt ful alt the hotteſt of his fyre, 
The bitter tears, the ſcalding ſighs, the burning ne | 

| (de yre ; 

And with a ſodain ſight the tremblyng of the hart, 
And howrthe blood doth come and go, to n every 

parte: 

When that a pleaſant looke hath lyt me in the ayre, 
Afrowne hath made me fall as faſt intoa depe * 
A 
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And when that I e're this, my tale could wall by hart, 
And that my tong had learned it, ſo that no us 
8 | PLS a2: art; 
The ſight of her hath ſet my wittes in ſuch a Stay, 
That to be Lord of all the world, one woord I — hot 
| ES _ (fay. 
And many a ſodaine crampe my hart hath pinched ſo, 
Thar for the tyme my ſenced all,feltneither weale nor wo. 
Yet ſaw I never thing that might my myndecontent, - 

But wiſht it hers, and at her will, if ſhe could ſo conſent, 

Nor neuer hard of wo that dyd her will diſpleafe, 
But wiſht the ſame unto my ſelf, ſo it myght do her eaſe. 

Door ever thought that fayre, nor never liked face, 

Unleſs it dyd reſemble her, or ſome part of her grace. 

No diſtanee yet of plice could us fo far divyde, 

But that my heart, and my good will dyd ſtill _ _ 

| ; (abyde. 
Nor yet it never lay in any fortunes powre, 

To put that ſwete out of my thought, one minute of an 
n 28; . N (howre. 
No rage of drenching Sea, nor woodnes of the wynde : 

Nor Cannons with their thundring crackes could put her 

pal (from my minde ; 
For when both Sea and Land aſſunder had us ſer, 

My whole delight was only then, my ſelf alone to get ; 
And thitherward to looke, as nere as I could geſſe, 
Where as I thought that ſhe was then that might my wo 

| | | | (redreſs. 

Full ofte it did me good that wayes to take my 
| | „ | | (winde, 

So pleaſant Ayre in no place elſe methought I could not 
I ſaying to myſelf my lyfe is yondet way, (finde, 

And by the winde J have her ſent a thouſand Sighes aday ; 
And ſayd unto the Sunne, great gyftes are geven thee, 

For thou mayſt ſee myne earthly bliſſe, W that 

| ile be. 
Thou ſeeſt in every place, woulde God I had thy 

„„ EDS 24 (myght 

And I the Ruler of my ſelf, then ſhould ſhe know no 

| | (Night. 


nd 
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And thus from wiſh to wiſh, my wittes have been at 
(Stryfe, 
Aud wanting all that T have wiſht, thas have I lead my 
| (lyfe, 
But long it cannot laſt, that in ſuch wo remains; g 
No force for that, for death is ſwete to him that feels 
(ſuch pains - 
Yet moſt of all me . grieves, when I am in my Grave, 
Thar ſhe ſhall purchaſe by my death a cruel name to 


| (have. 

Wherefore all you chat hear chis plaint; or ſhall it 
(fee 

Wiſh that it may ſo pearce her bart that ſhe may pitie 
(me 


For: and it were her will, for both it were the beſt 
To ſave my lyte to kepe her name and ſet wy hart at reſt. 


Of he Death of Maifter Neher, the Lo rd 


Ferres Sonne. 


| WW: 0 Juſtly may rejoyce in 8 under the Skye, 

8 As Life or Lands as frendes or fruites which 

| (only live to dye. 

Or who doth not well knowe all worldly workes are 

_ (vaine, 

And geveth nought but to thee lendes to take the ſame 

-. | (agayn. 

For though it lift ſome up as we long upward all, 
Such is the ſort of flipper welth, all things do me 

all. 

Thuncertaintie is ſuch, Experience teacheth ſo, 

That what things men do covet, moſt them foonelt they 

orgo. 

Lo Devorox where he lyeth, whoſe lyfe men held $ ere, 

That now his death is ſorrowed fo, that pitie it is to 

heare. 

Hys byrth of Antient bloud his patent of reat fie 

And yet in vertue farre before, the forme of the fame. 


His 
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His King and Countrey bothe he ſerved to ſo great 
| | (gay ne, 

That with the Brutes, record doth reſt, and ever ſhall 
„ kremayne. 
No man in Warre ſo mete an Enterpriſe to take, 


No man in Peace that pleaſurde more of Enemies friendes 


(to make. 


A Cato for his Counſell his head was ſurely ſuch, 
Ne Theſeus friendſhip was ſo great, but Devorox was 
| 15 an (as much. 
A Graffe of ſo ſmall grothe, ſo much good * to 
| | ring, 
Is ſeldome hearde, or never ſeene, it is ſo rare a thing. 
A Man ſent us from God, his lyfe did well declare, 
And now ſent for by God agayne, to teach us * we 
| are. 
Death and the Grave, that ſhall accompany all that live, 
Hath brought him heven though ſome what ſone which 
| (life could never geve. 
God grant wel all that ſhall profeſſe as he profeſt, 
To live ſo well to dye no worſe, and ſend his Soule 
| : | (good reſt. 


They of the meane Eſtate are happieſt. 


I right be ra& and overronne, 
And power take part with open wronge, 
If feare by force do yelde to ſone, 
The lacke is like to laſt to long. 
If God for goodes ſhal be unplaced, 
If right for riches loſes hys ſhape, _ 
It World for Wiſedome be embraced, - 
The geſſe is great much hurt may hap. 
Among good things I prove and finde, 
The quiet lyfe doth moſt abound, | 
And ſure to the contented mynde 
There is no riches mays be founde, - | . 
For riches hates to be content, . 


- 
© 


T* E lyfe is long, that lothſomly doth laſt, 
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Rule is enemy to quietneſſe, 


Power is moſt part impacient, 


d ſeldome lykes to live in peace. 
heard a heardman once compare, 
That quiet nights he had mo ſlept 


And had mo merydayes to ſpa re,, 
Then he which ought the beaſt, he kept. 


I would not have it thought hereby, 


The Dolphin Swimme I mean to teach, 


Nor yet to learne the Favicon flye 

I rowe not fo farre paſt my reache. 
But as my part above the reſt, 

Is well to wiſh and well to will, 

So tyll my breath ſhall fayle my breſt, 


I will not ceaſe to wiſh you ſtill. 


Compariſun of Lyfe and Death. 


L The dolefull dayes draw ſlowly to their date, 
The preſent panges and paynfull plages forepaſt, 
Yelde griefe aye grene to ſtabliſh this Eſtate. 
So that I fele in this great Storme and Strife, 
That deathe is ſwete that enderh ſuch a lyfe. 

Yet by the Stroke of this ſtrange overthrowe, 
At which Conflict of thraldome I was thruſt, 
The Lord be praiſed, I am well taught to knowe, 
From whence man came, and eke whereto he muſt. 
And by the way, upon how feble force, | 


| His terme doth ſtand till death.doth end his dure. 


The pleaſant yeres that ſeme ſo ſwift that runne, 
The merry dayes to end ſo faſt that flete, 


The joyfull nightes of which day daweth ſo ſoone, 


The happy howres which me do miſs then mete. 
Doe all conſume as Snowe againſt the Sunne, x 
And death makes end of all that life begonne. 


* 


— 


Since 
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Since Death ſhall dure till all the world be waſt 
What meaneth man to dread death then ſo ſore? 
As Man. might make that Life ſhould alway laſt 
W ithour regarde the Lord hath led before - 
The daunce of death which all muſt runne on row - 
Though how, or when the Lord alone doth know. 
If Man would minde what burthens life doth brin 
What grevous crimes to God he doth commit = 
What plages, what panges, what perilles, therby ſpringe 
With no ſure hower in all his dayes to fit: | 
| He would ſure thinke as with great caule I do, 
The day of death were better of the two. 
| Death is a port wherby we paſſe to Joy _ 
Life is a Lake that drowneth all in paine, 
Death is ſo dere it ceaſeth all Annoy, 
Life is ſo leude that all it yeldes is vayne : 
And as by life ro bondage man is brought, 
Even ſo likewiſe by death was freedom wrought. 
W herefore with Paul let all men wiſh and pray 
To be diſſolved of this foule fleſhly Maſſe, 
Or at leaſt be armde againſt the Day 
That they be found good, preſt to paſſe 
From life to death, from death to life againe, 


To ſuch a life as ever ſhall remaine. 


{he Tale of Pigmalion with Concluſion upon the 
Beautie of his Love. 


IN Gree ſometime there dwelt a Man of worthy fame 
4 To grave in Stone his cunning was, Pigmalion was his 
Name.” | 5 
To make his fame endure when death had him bereft 
He thought it good, of his own hand ſome filed Work 
were left. ä 18 
In ſecret Study then ſuch work he gan deviſe 
As might his cunning beſt commend, and pleaſe the 
Looker's Eyes. 5 Field 
A Courſer faire he thought to grave, barbed for the 
And on his back a ſeemly Knight well arm'd with Spear 
and Shield. 8 8 wo 7 
- 71M Or 
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Or els ſome foul or fiſh to grave he did deviſe 
And ſtill within his wandring Thoughts new fancics 
did aryſe. 585 . 
Thus varied he in minde what Enterpriſe to take 
Till fancy moved his learned hand a woman fair to 
make. | RY [frame 
Whereon he ſtaied, and thought ſuch perfect fourme to 
Whereby he might amaze all &rece and winne immortal 
name. | | 
Of yvorie white he made fo fair a Woman than 
That Nature ſcorn'd her perfectneſs ſo taught by Craft 
| of Man. | os TT 
Well ſhaped were her lims, full comly was ker face, 
Eche little lively coucht, eche part had ſeemly grace. 
Twixt nature and Pigmalion, there might appere great 
me | [ Life. 
So ſemely was his ymage wrought, it lackt nothing bur 
His curious eye beheld his own deviſed worke{ lurke : 
And gaſinge oft thereon, he found much venom there to 
For all the featurde ſhape fo did his fancy move [love 
That with his idoll whom he made, Pigmalion fell in 
To whom he honour gave, and decked with Gar- 
landes ſwete 5 5 | 
And did adourn with Jewells rich, as is for lovers mete, 
Sometimes on it he fawn d, ſome time in rage would cry, 
It was a wonder to behold, fanſy blearde his Fe 
Since that this ymage dame enflamed ſo wiſe a Man 
My dere alas ſince you love, what wonder is it then; 
n whom hath nature ſet the Glory of her name 
And brake her moulde in great diſpaire your like ſhe 


coulde not frame. 


The Lover ſheweth his wofull State and praietl 
N JJ ER 
1 IKE as the Larke within the Marlians foote, 
With piteous tunes doth chirp her yelden lay: 


So fingl now ſeing no other boote 
My rendering Song and to your will obey + 
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Your vertue Mountes about my force to hye 

And with your beautie ſealed I am fo ſure. 

That there availes reſiſtance none in me 

But patiently your pleaſure to endure, 

For on your will my fancy ſhall attend, 

My life my death I pur both in your choyce, 

And rather had my Life by you to end 

Then live by other alwayes to rejoyce: 

And if your Crueltie do chirſt my Blood 
Then let it fourth if it may do you godd. 


Upon conſideration of the State of this Life he 
| | wifheth Death. N 


"HE longer Life the more Offence 
1 The more Offence the greater paine, 
The greater paine the leſſe defence, 
The ſeſſe defence the leſſer gaine; 
The loſs of gaine long yll doth trye, 
Wherefore come death and let me dye. 
The ſhorter Life, leſſe count I finde, 
The leſs account the ſooner mad-; 
The account ſoon made, the merier mind, 
The merier mynd doth thought evade; 
Shorr life in truth this thing doth trye, 
Wherefore come death and ler me dye. 
Com gentle death, the ebbe of care, 
The ebbe of Cate, the flood of Life, 
The flood of life, the joyful fare, 
The joyful fare, the end of Strife, 
The end of Strife, that thing with J. 
Wherefore come death and let me dye. 


The lover that once diſdained love, is now le- 
come ſubjett being caught in his ſnare. 

"FS this my Song give care who liſt : 

1 And mine nent Judge as ye will, 

The time is come that I have miſt * 


The thing whereon 1 hoped ſtyll, 


And 


And from the toppe of all my Truſt _ 

Myſhap hath throwen me in the duſt. 
The time hath been and that of late, 

My hart and I might leap at large; 

And was not ſhut within the gate 

Of love's deſire, nor tooke no charge 

Of any thing that did pertaine, 

As touching love in any paine. 


My thought was free my hart was lyght 


I marked not who loſt, who ſaught, 

I plaide by day, I ſlept by night, 

I forced not, who wept, who laughr, 
My thought from all ſuch things was free, 
And I my {elf at libertie. . i 

I toke no hede to tauntes nor toys 

As leef to ſee them frowne as ſmyle, 
Where fortune laught I ſcornde their joyes 
I found their fraudes and every wyle, 
And to my ſelf oft times I ſmyled, 

To ſee how love had them begiled. 

Thus in- the net of my conceit, 

I masked ſtill among the Sort 

Of ſuch as fed upon the bayte 

That Cupide laide for his diſport, 

And ever as I ſaw them caught 

I them beheld and thereat laught. 

Till at the length when Cupide ſpied 

My ſcorneful wyll and ſpitefull vſe, 

And how I _ not who. was tyed 

So that my ſelf myght ſtill live loſe, 

He ſet himſelf to lye in waite © 

And in my way he threw a baite. 

Such one as Nature never made 

I dare well fay fave ſhe alone, 

Such one ſhe was as would invade 

A hart more hard then Marble Stone, 

Such one ſhe is, I know it right, 

Her nature made to ſhew her might. 

Then as a Man in a Maſe 

When uſe of reaſon is away, 
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80 


So I began to ſtare and gaſe 

And ſodeinly, without delay 

Or ever J had rhe wit to loke | 

] ſwallowed up both bait and hooke. 

Which daily greves me more and more 

By ſundry Sortes of careful wo, 

And none alive may falve the Sore 

But only ſhe that hurt me fo, | 

In whom my lyfe dothe now conſiſt 

To fave or ſlay me as ſhe lyſt. | 
But ſeeyng now that I am caught 

And bounde ſo faſt I cannot flee. 

Be ye by myne enſample taught 

That in your fanſies fele you free 

Deſpyſe not them that lovers are 

Leſt you be caught within his Snare. 


SONGS and SONNET ES. 117 


Of Fortune and Fame. 


HE Plage is great where fortune frownes, 


One Miſchief bringes a thouſand woes, 


Where trumpets geve their warlike Sownds, 


The weake ſuſtayne ſharp overthrowes: 
No better lyfe they taſt and feele 
That ſubject are to fortunes whele. 

Her happy Chaunce may laſt no time, 
Her Pleaſure threatneth paynes to come. 
She is the fall of thoſe that clyme, 

And yet her whcle avaunceth ſome 
No force, where that ſhe hates or loves, 
Her fickle minde fo oft removes. | 

She geves no gyft, bur craves as faſt 
She ſone repentes a thankful dede, 
She turneth after every blaſt, 

She helpes them oft that hath no nede; 
Where power dwelles, and riches reſt, 
Falſe Fortune is a common geſt. 

Vet ſome affyrme and prove by Skill, 
Fortune is nat a flying fame, 

| ee 
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She neither can do good nor yll 

She hath no fourme, yet beares a name, 

Then we but ftrive againſt the Streames, 

To frame ſuch toyes on fanſies dreames. 

If ſhe hath ſhape or name alone, 

If ſhe do rule or beare no ſway, 

If ſhe have bodie, lyfe or none, 

Be ſhe a Sprite I cannot ſaye/, 

But well I wot, ſome cauſe there is 

That cauſeth wo and ſendeth blifſe. 

The cauſes of thinges I will not blame, 
Left I offende the prince of peace: _ 

But I may chyde, and braule with fame, 

To make her.crye and never ceaſe | 

To blowe the trumpe within her eares, 

That may appeaſe my wofull teares. 


P — IL SD —E —. 


Auinſt wicked tonges. 

Evil to which clap at every wynde, . + 
O Ye 9 quicke, — eke = 155 defame, - 
Thoſe that live well, ſome faute in them ye fynde 
Ye take no thought in ſlaundring theyr good name, 
Ye put Juſt men oft times to open Shame: _ 
Ye ringe ſo loude, ye ſounde unto the Skies, 

And yet in proofe ye ſo nothing bur lyes. long 
Ye make great warre, where peace hath been of 

Ye bring riche Realmes to ruine and decay, 

Ye pluck downe right ye do enhaunce the wrong; 

Ye turne ſwete Myrth to wo and well away, 

Of Miſchiefes all ye are the ground I ſay. 

Happy is he that lives on ſuch a Sort. 

That needs not fear ſuch tonges of falſe report. 


Hell tormenteth not the damned Ghoſtes (0 ſore 
as unkindneſs the lover. 
F HE reſtleſſe rage of depe devowring hell, 
The blaſing brandes that never doe conſume | 
no | | The 
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The roaring route, in Platoe's den that dwell, 

The fiery breath, that from thoſe ympes doth fume 
The dropſy dryeth, that Zantale in the Flood | 
Endureth aye, all hopeleſs of reliefe, 7 

He hunger ſteryen, where fruite is ready foode 

So wretchedly his Soule doth ſuffer grief: 

The liver gnawne of guylfull Prometheus, 

Which Vultures fell with ſtrayned talent tyre, 

The labour loſt of weried Siſipbus, | 
'Theſe helliſh hounds with paines of quenchlels fyre 
Cannot ſo ſore the filly Soules torment, Ds 

As her untruth my hart hath all to rent. 


— 


7 


Of the mutabilitie of the Worlde. 


| BY fortune as I lay in bed, my fortune was to fynde 
LJ Such fanſies, as my careful thought had brought 
into my mind. | | 
And when eche One was gone to reſt full ſoft in Bed to lye 
I would have ſlept, but than the Watch did foltow 
ttyl myne eye: | To: 
And ſodeynly I ſaw a Sea of woful Sorowes preſt 
Thoſe wicked wayes of ſharp repulſe bred mine unquiet 
reſt. | | | [degree 
Ifaw this World, and how it went, eche State in his 
And that from wealth y granted is, both lyfe and 
libertie. | | | 
l a. how Envy it did rayne, and bear the greateſt 
| _ | 
Ye greater poyſon is not found within the Cocka- 
* 

I faw alſo, how that diſdayn oft times to forge my woe 
Geve me the cuppe of bitter Swete ro pledge my 
mortall fo: Wy: „ 

I ſaw alſo, how that deſyre, to reſt no place could finde 
But ſtill conſtraynde in endleſſe paine to follow natures 
Kinde. | 
14 
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I ſaw alſo moſt ſtraunge of all, how nature dyd forſake 
The bloud, that in her wombe was wrought, as doth 
the lothed Snake. ee $5; 

I ſaw how fanſie would retayne no lenger then her luſt, 
And as the wind how ſhe doth chaunge, and is not for to 

Truſt. | l chaunge 
I ſaw how Stedfaſtneſs did flee with winges of often 
A flyeing byrd, but ſeldome ſene her nature is fo ſtraunge. 
I ſaw * pleaſant times did paſſe, as flowres do in the 

mede, _— | 

To day that riſeth red as roſe, to morowe falleth ded. . 
I ſaw my time how it dyd runne as Sand out of the Glaſſe, 
Even as = howre appointed is, from tyme and tyde to 
| aſſe. | | 
I ab ide yeres that I had ſpent, and loſſe of all my gayne, 
And how the ſport of youthful plays my folly dyd retayne. 
I ſaw how that the little ant in Summer ſtill doth ronne 
To ſeek her foode, wherby to live in winter for to come. 
I ſaw eke vertue how ſhe ſate the threde of lyfe to ſpinne 
. ſheweth the end of every worke before it doth 
beginne. 
And — 5 all theſe I thus behelde with many moe perdy 
In me, me thought, cche one had wroughta perfite pro- 
7 EEC. - | 
And then I ſayde unto my ſelfe a leſſon this ſhall be 
For other, that ſhall after come, for to beware by me. 
Thus all the night 1did devyſe, which way I might con- 

ſtraine | 
To forme a plot, that wit might worke theſe branches in 

my brain. 8 3 


- 


w oY 


D———_ 


Harpalus complaint of Phillidaes Love beſtowed 
on Corin, who loved her not, and denied him 
that loved her. | | 


Hillida was a fayre Mayde 

As freſh as any flowre 
Whom Harpalus the Heardman prayde 
To be his paramour. | 


Harpa- 


* 
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Harpalus and eke Corin 
Were herdmen both yfere: 
And Phillida could twiſt and ſpinne, 
And thereto ſing full clere. 
But Phillida was all to coy 
For Harpalus to winne, 
For Corin was her only joy 
Who forſt her not a pinne. 
How often would ſhe flowers twine, 
How often Garlandes make 
Of Couſlips and of Columbine, 
And all for Corins ſake. 5 
But Corin he had hawkes to lure 
And forced more the field, 
Of lovers Law he took no cure 
For once he was begylde. 
If Harpalus prevayled mought, 
His Labour all was loſt, 
For he was fartheſt from her thought, 
And yet he loved her moſt. —_ 
Therefore waxt he both pale and leane 
And drye as clod of clay, 
His fleth it was conſumed cleane, 
His Colour gone away, 
His beard it had not long be ſhave, 
His heare hong all unkempr, | 
A man moſt fir even for the grave 
Whom ſpitefull love had ſpear. 
His Eyes wereread, and all forewatched, 
His face beſprent with teares, p 
It ſemde unhap had him long hatched, 
In middes of hys diſpayres. | 
His cloaths were black and alſo bare, 
As one forlone was he, Ky 
Upon his head he alwaies ware 
A wreathe of willowe tree. | 
His beaftes he kept upon a Hill, 
And he fate in the dale, 
And thus with Sighs and Sorrows ſhrill 
He gan to tell his tale. 


Oh 


— — — —— — — —— 
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Oh Harpalus (thus would he fay) 
Unhappieſt under ſonn, | 
1 The cauſe of thine unhappy day _ 
Y By love was fyrſt begunne. | | 
3 | For thou wentſt firſt by ſute to ſeeke 
g A Tygre to make tame. 5 
1 That ſettes not by thy love a lecke 
. But makes thy Griefe her game. 
| As eaſy it were for to convert 
The frofl into the Flame, 
As for to turne a froward hart, 
Whom thou ſo feign wouldeſt frame. 
Corin he liveth careleſſe 
He leapes among the leaves, 
Hie eates the fruites of thy redreſſe, 
Thou reapes, he takes the Sheaves. 
: My Beaſtes awhile your foode refraine, 
And harke your heardſman's ſounde 
W home ſpightful love alas! hath ſlayne, 
Through gyrt with many a wounde. © _ 
O happly be ye beaſtes wild, 
a That here your paſtures takes; 
I fee that ye be not begylde, 
Of theſe your faithful mares. 
The Hart he fedeth by the Hinde, 
The Buck hard by the Do; 
The Turtle Dove is not unkinde. 
Tohim thar loves her ſo. N 
The Ewe ſne hath by her the Ramme, 
The young Cow hath the Bull; 
The Calfe with many a luſty Lambe, 
Doe feed their hunger full. 
But well away that nature wrought 
Thee Pbillida ſoe faire; OD 
For I may ſay that I have bought 
Thy beauty all to deare. 1 
What.rcafon is that crueltie, 
With beauty ſhould have part: 
Or elſe that ſuch great tyranny, 
Should dwell in woman's hart. 
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I ſce therefore to ſhappe my death 
She cruelly is preſt. | bs 
To th'ende that I may want my breath, 
My days been at the beſt. | 
O cupide, graunt this my requeſt, 
And do not ſtoppe thine Eares; 
That ſhe may feel within her breſt, / 
The paynes of my dyſpayres. 
Of Corin that is careleſſe 
That ſhe may crave her fee, 
As I have done in great diſtreſſe 
That loved her faithfully. _ 
But ſince that I ſhall dye her ſlave, 

Her ſlave and eke her thrall; 
Write you my friendes upen my Grave, 
This Chaunce that is befall. 

Here lyeth unhappy Harpalus, 
By cruell love now flaine; 
Whom Phillida unjuſtly thus, 
Hath murdred with diſdaine. 


— — — —EU—ä—ñ4—äᷣ— 
, Upon Syr James Wilfordes Death. 
O here the Ende of man the cruell Siſters three 
LL The Webof Y7/iIfordes lyfe uneth had half eſponne, 
When raſhe upon miſdede they all accorded be 
To breake vertues courſe ere half the race were ronne z 
And trip him on his way that els hadwonne the game, 
And holden higheſt place within the houſe of fame. 
* yet "4064 he be gone, though ſenſe with him 
e pn | 
Which Sos the even ſteppes that leaden to Renowne. 
We that remayne alive ne ſuffer ſhall} ro wafte | 
The fame of his deſertes, ſo ſhall he loſe but ſowne 
The thing ſhall aye remayne, aye kept as freſh in ſtore 
As if his cares ſhould ring of that he wrought before. 
Wayle therefore his want, ſith he ſo left the Stage 
Of care and wretched Lyfe, with joy and clappe of hands, 
Who playeth lenger partes, may wel have greater age, 
But few fo well may paſſe the gulfe of fortunes fan 80 
wy | os 
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Soe tryedly did he trede ay preſt at vertues becke, 
That fortune found no place to geve him onc: a checks, 
The fates have ry'd him hence, who ſhal not after goe 
Though earthed be his crops, yet floriſh ſhall his fame, 
A gradſome thing it is, that ere he ſtept us fro, 
Such mirrouts he us left our Lyfe thereby to frame, 
Wherefore his prayſe ſhall laſt aye freſhe in Britons ſight 
Tyll Sun ſhall ceaſe to Shine and lend the Earth his light. 


„ 48-40 


Of the wretchedneſſe in this World. 
; H O lift to live upright, and hold himſelf content, 
Shall ſee ſuch Wonders in this world, as never 
erſt was ſent, © | —- 
Such groping for the ſwete, ſuch taſting of the ſower, 
Such wandering here for. worldly welth that loſte is in 
one hower: TE 5 | 
And as the good or badde, get up in high degree, 
So wades the world in right or wrong, it may none 
other =. | [ obey, 
And looke what lawes they make, eche man muſt them 
And yoake himſelf with patient hearte, to drive and 
draw that way. ST 1 
Vet ſuch as long ago, great rulers wer aſſynde, [of minde. 
Both lives and la wes are now forgot and worne clene out 
So that by this I ſee, no ſtate on earth may laſt, 
But as their tymes appointed be, to tyre and fall as faſt. 
The goodes that got ten be by good and juſt defart ; 
Vet uſe them fo that neady handes may helpe to ſpend 
the part;  .. | 7 
4$ For able what heape thou hordſt, of ruſty gold in ſtore, 
* Thine enemyes ſhall waſte the {.me, that never {war 
therefore. 5 


— 


The repeut aut Sinner in durance and adverſitie. 


U. the liveing Lord for pardon do I pray, 
From whom I graunt, even from the well, I have 


= And other lives there none (my death thall well declare) 
| On whom I oughe to grate for grace, + fauly falkes 
er | | TS or, a0 
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But thee, O Lord, alone, I have offended fo, _. 
That this ſmall ſcourge is much to ſcant for mine offence 

| | know. | WIDE 

I ranne without Returne the way the world lykte beſt, 
And what I ought. molt to regard, that Ireſpectedleſt. 
The throngh wherein I thruſt, hath thrown me in ſuch 
calc, /' © 1 grace. 
That Lord my ſoule is ſore beſet without thy greater 
My Gyltes are growne ſoe great, my power doth fo 
wt he [diſpayre. 


That with great force they argue oft, and mercy much 


But then with faith J flec to thy prepared ſtore, 
Where there lyeth helpe for every hurt, and ſalve for 
every ſore, | 
My loſt time to lament, my vayne ways to bewayle, 
No day no night, no place no hower, no moment 1 
ſhall-fayle, 0 
My ſoule ſhall never ceaſe with an aſſured fayth, _ 
To knocke, to crave, to call, to crye, to thee for helpe, 
which ſayth. | | | 
K nocke and it ſhal be heard, but aske, and given it is; 
And all that lyke to keep this courſe, of mercy ſhall not 
ee 
For when I call to minde how the one wandring ſhepe 
Did bring more joy with his returne, than all the locke 
did kepe: [ Ghoſt 
It yeldes full hope and truſt, my ſtrayed and wandring 
Shal be received and held more dere, then thoſe were 
never loſt. | 
O Lord my hope behold, and for my helpe make haſte 
To pardonthe forepaſſed race that careleſſe | have paſt, 
And but the day draw neare that death muſt pay the der 
For love of lyfe which thou haſt lent and tyme of pay- 
| ment ſet, _. | Far hande, 
From this ſharpe ſhowre me ſhilde, which threatneds is 
Wherby thou ſhalt great power declare, and Uthe 
ſtorme withſtand- | | 1 
Not my will Lord but thine, fulfilde be in eche caſe, 
To whoſe great will and mighty power all powers ſnall 
JJC . | 


My 
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My faith, my hope, my truſt, my God and eke my Guyde 

8 po thyhande to ſave theSoule, what ſo the body 

| yac : „ 1 
Refuſe not to receive that thou ſo deare haſt bought, 

For but by thee alone [ know all Safetic in vain is ſought. 

I know and knowledge eke albeit very late, [eſtate, 

That thou it is I ought to love and dreade in eche 

And with repentant heart, doe laude the Lorde on hye 

That haſt ſo gently ſet me ſtraight, that erſt walkte I fo 

wry. SE 1 
W oonn: me grace my God, to ſtande thine ſtrong in 
prite = „ 
And let the world then worke ſuch waies, as fo the world 
ſemes mete. | | ay 


The Lover here telleth of his divers ”—_ and 
adverſities in love, and laſtly of Fa Ladies 


8 ſinging gladdeth oft the hearts, 
Of them that fele the panges of Love; 
And for that while doth eaſe their ſmartes, 
My ſelf I ſhall the ſame way prove. 
And though that love hath ſmyt the ſtroke 

Wherby is loſt my libertye 
Which by noe means I may revoke, 
Vet ſhall I ſing, how pleaſantly : 

Nye twenty years of Youth I paſt, 
Which all in libertie I ſpent ; 
And ſoe from firſt unto the laſt, 
Ere aught I knew what loving ment. 

And after ſhall I fing the wo, 
The paine, the grief, the dedly ſmart z 
When love this life did overthrowe, 
That hiden lyes within my Heart. 

And then, the Joyes that I did fele, 
When fortune lifted after this; 
And ſet me hye upon her whele, 
And changed my wo to pleaſant bliſſe. 
And ſo the ſodeyn fall againe, | 
From all the joys that I was in; 


* 
. 
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All you that liſt to hear of paine, 
' Geve eare, for now I doe beginne. 

Loe firſt of all when love begane, 
With hote deſires my heart to burne; 
Me thought his might availde not than, 
From liberty my Heart to turne. 

For I was free, and did not knowe 
How much his might man's Heart may greve, 

I had profeſt to be his fo, 
His law I thought not to beleve. 
I went untyed in luſty leas, 
I had my with alwayes at will; 
There was no wo, might me diſpleaſe, 
Of pleaſant Joys I had my fill. | 
| No painful thought did paſs my heart, 
I ſpilt no teare to wet my breſt; | 
I knew no ſorow, ſigh, nor ſmart, 
My greateſt grief was 1 
I brake no Slepe I toſſed not, 
Nor did delight to ſitte alone 
I left no change of colde and hotte, 
Nor nought a nightes could make me mone. 
For all was Joy that I did fele, 
And of voyde wandering I was free; 
I had no e at my hele, 
Thus was my life at libertie. 
That yet me thinks it is a bliſſe, 
To think upon that pleaſure paſt z 
But forth withall I fynde the Miſſe, 
For that it might no longer laft. 

Thoſe dayes I ſpent at my deſyre, 

Without wo or adverſitie; 
Till that my heart was ſet a fyre, 
With Love, with Wrath, and Jelouſie. 

For on a day (alas the while) 
Lo, heare my harme how it began; 
The blinded Lord, the God of Guile 

| _ — to end my fredom tan. 
nd through my eye into my hear 
All ſodainly [ felt 8 Iyde 3 e 
He ſhot his ſharped fx cart, 
So hard, chat yer under my ſyde 


The head (alas) doth ſtill remaine, 1 


And fince could I never know. . 
The way to wring it out againe; 
Vet was it nigh three yerc agoe.. 


e e ſtroke made me agaſt, Au ; by 


And it began to vexe me ſore; 


As other ſuch had done before. 

But it did not, that (wo is me) _ 
So depe imprinted in my thought 
The ſtroke abode, that yet I ſee 


But yer I thought it would have paſl, 


Methinkes my harme how it was wrought. 
t me ſtraight that this was love 


Kinde taught 
And I perceived it perfectly, 


Jet thought I thus noughr ſhall me move 


I will not thrall my libertie. 
And diverſe wayes I did aſſay, 
By flight, by force, by frend by fo 
This fiery thought to put away, 
I was ſo loth for to forgo n 

My libertie, that me was lever 
Then Bondage was, where I heard ſay, 
Who once was bound, was ſure never 
Without great paine to ſcape away: 


But what for that, there is noe choyce, - . . 


For my miſhappe was ſhapenſo; 


That thoſe my da. ES that did rejoy ce, 8 
Should turne my bliſſe to bitter wo. 


0 & < 


: A 


Inſtede whereof fourthwith I caught 


For with that ſtroke my bliſſe toke ende, _ 


Hotte burning Sighes, that ſince have brend 


My wretched heart almoſt to nought. 


And fince that day O Lord my Jyfe, _ 3 


The Miſery that it hath felt, 


That nought hath had, but wo and ſtriſe 


And hotte deſires my heart to melt. 


O Lord how ſodaine was the change, 
From ſuch a pleaſant Liberties ,.. 


The very thraldome ſemed ſtrange, 


But yet there was no remedy. e. 
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But I muſt yelde and give up all, 

And make my Guyde my chiefeſt fo; 

And in this wiſe became 1 thrall, 

Lo Love and hap would have it ſo. 

I ſuffered wrong and held my peace, 
I gave my teares good leave to ronne 
And never would ſeke for redreſſe, 
But hopre to live as I begonne. 
For what that was that might me eaſe, 
He liyed not might it knowe; _ 
Thus drank I all myne own diſeaſe, 
And all along bewaylde my wo. | 
There was no 1 * that might me pleaſe, 
fled from them that did rejoyce; 
And oft alone, my hart to eaſe, 
I would bewayle with woful voyce, 
My life, my ſtate, my miſery, 
And curſt my ſelfe and all my dayes: 
Thus wrought I with my fantaſy, 
And ſought my help none other wayes: 
Save ſometimes to my ſelfe alone, 
When farre of was my helpe, God wot, 
Loude would I crye, my life 1s gone, 

My dere, if that ye helpe me not. 
Then wiſht I ſtraight that death might end 
Theſe bitter panges, and all this grief; 
For nought, me thought, might it amend 
Thus in diſpayre to have reliefe. | 

T lingered furth, till I was brought N 
With pining in ſoe pitious caſe, | 
That all, that ſaw me fayd, me thought 
Lo death is painted in his face, 
1 went no where, but by the way, 
i ſaw ſome ſight before myne Eyes + 
That made me ſigh, and ofttimes ſay, 
My life, alas I thee deſpyſe. | 
This laſted well a yere, and more, 
Which no wight knew, but onely I; 
Soe that my life was nere forlore, 
And I diſpayred * 
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Till on a day, as fortune would © 
(For that, that ſhall be nedes muſt fall) 
I ft me down, as though I ſhould 


Have ended then my life and all. 


And as I fat to write my plaint, 
Meaning to ſhew my great unreſt, 
With quaking hand and hart full faint- 
I mid my playntes among the reſt, 

I wrote with ynke, and bitter teares, 
Jam not myne, I am not myne; 
Behold my life, away that weares, 

And if I dye the loſſe is thine. , 

Here with a little hope I caught 
That for a while my life did ſtay, 

Bur in effect all was for nought; 
Thus lived Iſtill, tyll on a day, 

As I fat ſtaring on thoſe eyes, 
Thoſe ſhineing eyes that firſt me bound, 
My inward thought tho cryed, Aryſe 
Lo mercy where it may be found 
And therewith all I drew me nere 
With feble hart, and ar a brayed 
(But it was ſoftely in her eare) 

Mercy Madame, was all 1 faide. 

Bur wo was me when it was told, 
For therwith all fainted my breath, 
And I fate ſtill for to beholde 
And hear the Judgment of my death. 

But love nor hap would not conſent 
To end me then, but well awaye 
There gave me Bliſſe, that Þ repent 
To thinke I live to ſee this day. 

For after this T plained ſtill 

Soe long, and in ſo piteous wiſe, =_ 
That I my wiſh had at my wil! 
Graunred, as I would it deviſe: 3: 80 

But Lord whoever heard or knew © © 
Of half the joy that IT felt tanẽ 
Or who can think it may be true 
That ſo much bliſſe had ever man. 


Ls "6.99 


r 
e 7 * 


SONGS and SON NETES. 131 
Lo, fortune thus ſet me aloft, 8 : 
And more my Sorowes to releve, 

Of pleaſant Joys I taſted oft 

As much as love or happe might geve. 
The ſorowes old I felt before 
About my heart, were driven thence; 
And for eche grief, I left afore, 

I had a bliſſe in recompence. 

Then thought I all the time well ſpent 
Thar J in plaint had ſpent fo longe, 

Soe was I with my life content 
That to my ſelfe 1 ſayd among. 

Sins thou art ridde of all thine ill, 
To ſhew thy joyes ſet fourth thy voice, 
And ſure thou haſt thy wiſh at will 
My happy heart, rejoyce, rejoyce. 

Thus felt I joyes a great deale mo 
Then by my Song may well be tolde, 

And thinking on my paſted wo 
My bliſſe did double manifolde. 

And thus I thought with mannes blood 

Such Bliſſe might not be bought to deare, 
In ſuch eſtate my joyes then ſtoode 
That of a change I had no feare. 

But why ſing I ſo long of Bliſſe? 

It laſteth not, that will awaye ; 
Let me therefore bewayle the miſſe, 
And ſing the Cauſe of my decay. 

Yet all this while there lived none 

That led his life more pleaſantly, 
Nor under hap there was not one 
Methought fo well at eaſe as I. 5 

But O blinde Joy, who may thee truſt | 
For noe Eſtate thou canſt aſſure, 2% 
Thy faithful vowes prove all unjuſt, 

Thy fair beheſtes be full vnſure. 
Good proofe by me, that bur of late 
Not fully twenty days ago, 
Which thought my life was in ſuch ſtate _ 
That nought might des my heart this wo. z 
2 . 25 
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Cruel miſhappe, that wretched wight, 


I fele my ſprites are vexed ſoree: 
Oh! Geve me breth till this be done 
. und after let me live noe more. e | 
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Vet hath the en'my of myne caſce. 


Now when my life did moſt me pleaſe 

Deviſed me ſuch cruel ſpight: 
That from the hyeſt place of all 

As to the pleaſing of my thought, 

Downe to the diepeſt am I fall, 

And to my helpe availeth nought. _ 
Lo, thus are all my joyes quyte gone, 

And I am brought from happineſſe 

Continually to wayle and mone 3; 


Lo, ſuch is fortunes ſtablneſſe. 


In welth I thought ſuch ſuertie 
That pleaſure ſhould have ended never, 
But now alas, adverſitie 
Doth make my ſinging ceaſe for ever. FA 
O! brittle joy! O! welth vnſtable ! og 
Who feles the moſt, he ſhall not miſſe 
At length to be made miſerable, _ 


For all muſt end as doth my bliſſe. 


There is none other certaintie, 


And at the end the worſt is his 


That moſt hath known proſperit ie. . 
Then throwen benethe the Hyll of Bliſſc. 9 
For he that never bliſſe aſſaie dd e! 

May well away with wretchedneſle, 
But he ſhall finde that hath it faid 
A paine to part with pleaſantneſſe. 
— , . 
What pleaſure was, 1 felt no Grief  '- _ © 


Like unto this, and it tis trew 


That bliſſe hath brought me in this miſchief. 
But yett I have nor ſongen, how 

This miſchief came, but | intend 

With woful voice to ſing it now, 


And therewithal I make an end. NE 
But Lord, now that it is begonne 2 


Alas the en' my of this life, 
The ender of all pleaſantneſſe, | 
Alas he bringeth all this ſtrife, 
And cauſeth all this wretchedneſfle. 
For in the middes of all the welth 
That brought my hart to happineſſe, 
This wicked death he came by ftelth 
And robde me of my Joyfulneſſe. 
Hie came, when that | little thought 
of ought that might me vexe ſo ſore, 
And ſodainly he brought to nought 
My pleaſantneſſe for ever more. 

He flew my joy, alas the wretch, 
He {flew my joy, ere | was ware; 
And now alas, no might may ftretch 
To ſet an end to my great care. 

For by this curſe deadly ſtroke 
My Bliſſe is loſt, and I forlore; | if 
And no help may the loſſe (EVOKE, RED 
For loſt it is for evermore. Bu! 
And cloſed up are thoſe faire eyes 
That gave me firſt the figne of grace, 
My fayre ſwete foes, mine Enemies 


The loke which did my lite uphold, 
And all my ſorrowes did confound _ . - 
With which more Bliſſe then may be told, 
Alas now lieth it under Ground. 

But ceaſe, for I will ſing no more, 
Since that my harm hath no redreſſe; 
But as a wretche for evermore 
My life will waſt with Wretchedneſſe. 

And ending this my wotull ſong, 
Now that it ended is and paſt, 

1 would my life were but as long 
And that this word might be my laſt. 
For lothſome is that life (men ſay). 
Thar liketh nor the livers minde 

Lo, thus I ſcke myne owne decay 
And will, till that I may it finde. 
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And earth doth hide her pleaſant face, | a Ky 


Of / is love named White. 32) 


FN. faire and white ſhe is, and Mhite by name, 
Whoſe white doth ſtrive, the lilies white to ſtaine; 
Who may contemne the Blaſt of black defame, 
Who in darke night can bring day bright againe; 
The ruddy roaſe impreaſeth with clere heew 

In lippes and chekes, right orient to behold, 
That the nerer gaſer may that reew. 

And fele diſperſt in limmes the chilling cold, 
For white all white his bloodleſs face will be, 
The aſhey pale ſo alter will his cheare; 

But I that doe poſſeſſe in full degree 

The hearty love of this my hart ſo deare, 

So oft to me as ſhe preſents her face 

For joy do Fel my hart ſpring from his place. 


$ Of the lovers unquiet State. 

1 | NA thing is that which I both have and lacke, 

= | With good will granted, yet it is denyedz _ 
How may I be received and put a backe, 
Alwaye docing, and yet unoccupied : 326.1 A 
Moſt flow in that which I have moſt applied, 
Still thus to ſeke, and leſe that T winne 21 

And that was doon as neweſt to begin. 

In riches finde I wilful povertie, 

In great pleaſure, live J in heavineſſe; 

In much freedome I lacke my libertie, 

Thus am I both in joy and in diſtreſſe; | 

And in few wordes, if that I ſhall be plaine 


£ 


In paradiſe I ſuffer all this paine. _ _ 


Where good will is, ſom? Proofe will appere. 


12 is no fire that geves no heat 

= L Though it appere never ſo hot, 

= And they that runne and cannot ſweate 
4 Are very leane and dry, God wot. 
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A perfect leche applyeth his wittes 
To gether herbes of all degrees, 
And fevers with there fervent fittes 
Be cured with their contraries. 
New wine will ſerch to finde a vent, 
Although the cask be ſetr ſo ſtrong ; 
And wit will walke when will is bent, 
Although the way be never ſo long. 
The Rabbets runne under the rockes, 
The Snailes doe clime the higheſt towers. 
Gunpowder cleaves the ſturdy blockes; 
A fervent will all things devoures. 
When wit with will and diligent 
Applie themſelves, and match as mates, 
There can no want of reſident 
From force defend the Caſtell gates. 
Porgetfulneſſe makes litle haſte, 
And Sloth delighres to live full ſoft, 
Thar telleth the deaf, his tale doth waſt, 
And is full drie that craves full oft. 


Verſes Written on the Picture of Sir James 
| "Wilford, Kut. | 
Las that ever death ſuch vertues ſhould forler, _ 
As compaſt was within his corps, whoſe picture is 
here ſer, LY, | 
Or thar it ever lay in any fortunes might, [a wight. 
Through depe diſdaine to end his life that was ſo worthy 
For ſythe he firſt began in armour to be clad. Chad. 
A worthier Champion than he was, yet England never 
And though recure be paſt, his life to have againez _ 
Vet would I with his worth ineſſe in writeing to remayne, 
That men to mind might call, how farre he did excell 
At all affaies to winne the fame, which were to long 
Te ne: 5 — 
And eke the reſtleſſe Race that he full oft hath runne 
In painful plight from place to place, where ſervice was 
to don. ; 
Then ſhonld men well perceive, my tale to be of trouth, 
And be to be the worthieſt wight that ever nature 
wrought. K 4 i The 
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The Ladie Praieth the retarne uf ler ver abi. 
ding on the 3 guide 0/54 


. 9 215 18 


8 I thus ever- Jong, and be no whit the ere 
And ſhall I ſtill complaine to cher, che Which me 
will not here? 8 
Alas, ſay nay, ſay nay, and be no more ſo dome, 8 
But open thou chy manly mouth, and ſay that thou will 

come. la lives man bee. 
That thou wilt come thy awagd ſo ſware, if chou 


The roaring hugy waves, they threaten my pore ghoſt, 


And toſs thee up and downe the ſeas, in danger to be loſt, 

Shall _ not make me feare that they have ſwallowed 
thee. 1 

But as thou art moſt ſure Gs ſo wilt thou come tome, | 


Whereby I ſhall go ſee thy Ship ride on the Strand, 


And think and ſay lo where he come, and ſure here wil 

de lande, 5 

And then | ſhall lif. up to thee my little hand, T 

And thou ſnalt thinke thine heart in eaſe, in beach 05 
fee me ſtand; 

And if thou come indede (as Chriſt thee ſende to 5 


Thoſe Arms which miſſe thee yet, ſnall then embrace 


thee tWůq uo. 
Eche vain to every joint, che lively blood ſhall ſpreed, 
Which now for want of thy glad ſight, doth ſhew full 
pale and dead. 55 
But if thou ſlip thy trouthʒ and do not come at all. 
As minutes in the clock do ſtrike, ſo call for death I halt, 


To pleaſe both thy falſe hart, and rid my ſelfe from wo, ; 


That rather had to oye | in trouth, then live forſaken ſo. 


3 


— 


The meane Eſlate is beſt. 
HE doutfull man hath fevers ſtrange, 
And conſtant hope is oft diſeasde, 
Diſpaire cannot but brede a change, 
Nor flet ing hartes Cannot be pleasde; 
Of all cheſt bad, the beſt I think, 


Is wel to hope, chough fortune ſhrink. 4s 3 5 
Deſired 
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Deſired thinges are not ay preſt, _ 
Nur thinges denied leſt all unſought, 
Nor new thinges to he beloved beſt, 
Nor all offers to be ſet at nouggnt;; . 
Where faithful hart hath ben refulde, __ © 
The choſers wir was there abuüſe. 
The wofull Ship of careful Sprite 
Fleeting on ſeas 6f wailinge teres 
With failes of wiſhes broken quite. 
Hanging on waves of dolefull feares © * 
By ſurge of Sighes at wreck nere hand et 
1 no anker holde on langt. 
What helps the dyal to the blinde, © * © 
Or els the clocke without it found; © 
Or who by dreames doth hope to inde | _, 
The hidden gold within the grounde, oe 
Shall be as free from cares and feares 
As he that holdes a wolfe by the eares. 
And how much mad is he that thinks 
To clime to heaven by the Beames: | e 
What joy alas, hath he that winks * 
At Titan or his golden Streamesz; _ „„ 
His joyes not ſubject to reaſons Lawes, 125 
That joyeth more than he hath cauſe. 
For as the Phenix that climeth hye 
The ſunne lightly in Aſhes burneth ; 
Apaine, the Faulcon ſo quick of eye. 
Sone on the grounde the ner maſheth. 
Experience therefore the meane aſſureance 


Prefers before the dourfull pleaſance. 


Kul. 


1 — 
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The lover thinkes no payne to great, whereby he 
may. obtayne his Ladie. 1 
I that the way to wealth is wo, 

| And after paine is pleaſure preſt, 853 ian 2 
Why ſhould I than deſpaire ſo, „ 415 20 1 = 
Ay bewailing mine unreſt; bid iis 39 2 
Or let to lead my life in paine hoe 2 A» 
So worthy a Lady to obtaine? 1 _ 

| e 
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The Fiſherman doth count no care 
To caſt his nets to wracke or waſt., 
And in reward of cche mans ſhare, - 
A gogen gift is much embraſt. 
Should I then grudge in griefe of gall, 
'That loke ar length ro whelme a whall. 


The pore man ploweth his ground for gayne, 


And ſoweth his Seede increaſe to crave, 
And for th'expence of all his pain, 

Oft holdes it hap his fede to fave. 
Theſe patient paines my part doth ſhow 
To long for love ere that I know. 

And take no ſcorne to ſcape from Skill, 
To ſpend my Sprites, to ſpare my Spech, 
To win for welth the want of will, 

And thus for reſt to rage I reche- 
Running my race as rect upright, 
Till reare of truth appeaſe my plight. 

And plant my plaint within her breft, 
Who doutleſſe may reſtore againe 
My harmes to health, my ruth to reſt, 
That laced is within her chaine, 
For earſt ne are the griefes ſo great 
As. is the Joy when love is mer. 

For who covets fo high to clime 
As doth the bird that pitfal toke; 

Or who delighres fo ſwift ro ſwimme, 
As doth the fiſhe that ſcapes the hoke; 
If theſe had never entred wo, 

How mought they have rejoiſed ſo: 

But yet alaſs ye lovers all | 
That here my joy thus leſs rejoyer 
Judge not amyſs what fo befall; | 
In me there lieth no power of choyſe: 
It is but hope that doth me move, - 
Who ſtanderd bearer is to love. 

On whoſe enſigne when I beheld, 

F fee the ſhadow of her ſhape, 
Within my faith ſo faſt I fold, 


— 


„ 


Through drede I die, throught hept feape, gi. 
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Thus caſe and wofull oft I finde, 
What will you more, ſhe knoweth my mynde. 


Of a New Maried Studient that plaied faſt or 
= Noi M6 
Studient at his boke ſo placed. 
A That welth he might have wonne; 
From boke to wife did fete in haſt, 
From welth to wo to runne. 
Nov who hath plaied a feater caſt 
Since jugling firſt begonne, 
In knitting of himſelfe ſo faſt, 
Himſelfe he hath undoone. 


r 1 » 


The meane Eſtate is to be accompted to the beſt. 
| 8 craftly caſtes to ſtere his boate, ' 3 
Y And fafely ſcoures the flattering flood, 

He cutteth nor the greateſt Waves ; . 

For why, that way were nothing good. 
He fleteth on the crooked ſhore, 

Leſt harme him happe a wayting leſt, 
But wines away betwene them both, 

As who woulde fay the meane is beſt. 
Who waiteth on the Golden meane, 

He put in point of Sickernes, 
Hides not his head in fluttiſh coates, 

Ne ſhroudes himfelfe in filthines. "gs 
Ne ſittes aloft in high Eſtate, 

Where hatefull hartes envie his chance, 
But wiſely walkes betwixt them twaine, 

Ne proudly doth himſelfe avance. 
The higheſt tree in all the wood, 

Is rifeſt rent with bluſtring windes. 
The higher hall the greater fall, 
Such chance have proude and lofty mindes. 
, When Jupiter from hye doth threat 
With mortall mace and dint of thunder, 

The higheſt hilles been battered eff, - 
When they ſtood ſtill that ſtoden under. 


The 


= 
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The man whoſe hed with wit is fraught, 
fn wealth will feare a worſer tide; 
When fortune failes diſpaireth nought, 

But conſtantly doth ſtill abide. - 


For he that fendeth grieſly Stormes, 


With whisking windes and bitter blaſtes, 
And*fowlth with haile the winters face, 
And frotes the Soile with hory froſtes; 
Even he adawth the force of colde, 
The Springe in ſendes with ſomer hote, 
The ſame full oft to ſtormy hartes 
Is cauſe of bale, of Joy the roote, 
Not always ill though ſo be now. Ale bo 
When cloudes bene driven, then rides the racke. 
Phebus the freſne ne ſhooteth ſtill, wo 
Sometimes he harpes his muſe to wake, 


Stand ftill therefore, pluck up thy hart; 


Loſe not thy Port though fortune faile; . 
Againe when winde doth ſerve at will. 
Take hede to hie to hoyſe thy Saile. 


I 5 


W.... 
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The lover refuſed, Lamenteth his Eſtate. i 118 
I Lent my love to loſſe, and gaged my lyfe in vaine, 

If hate for love and death, for life of lovers be the gaine: 
And Curſe I may by Courſe, the place, eke tyme and 


* 


howre, . 
That nature fyrſt in me dyd fourme to be a lives crea- 
ture. EET x 


Sith that I muſt abſent my ſelf fo ſecrecly, 
In place deſert, where never man my ſecretes ſhall eſpye. 
In Dolyng of my dayes among the beaſtes ſo brute, 
Who with their tonges may not bewray the ſecrets of 
wy re. „ 3 
Nor I in like to them may once to move my mynde, 

But gaſe on them, and they on me, as beaſts are wont 
of kynde. 7 V 
Thus ranging as refuſde, to reach ſome Place of reſt, 


* 


All ruffe of heare, my nayles unnocht as to ſuch feem · 
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That wander by their wittes, defourmed ſo tobe, 
That men may fay, ſuch ene may curſe the time he 
tyri gan lee © _ ot? 5 pro Se parent 
The beauty of her face, her ſhape in ſuch degree, 
As God himſelfe may nor Diſcerne one place mended to 
Nor place it in lyke place, myfanſie for to pleaſe, [be. 
Who would become a heardſmans hyre, one howre to 
have of ety ME 212504 biz. 
Whereby I might reſtore to me ſome fledfaſtneſle, 
That have mo thought heapt in my hed, then life may 
long diſgeſſe: 5 5 92 
As oft to throwe me downe upon the earth fo colde, 
Whereas with teares moſt rufully, my ſorrowes doe un- 
And in beholding them Ichiefly call to mynde, { folde. 
What woman could finde in her heart, ſuch bonding for 
. Sf ac are he be 
Then raſhly fourth J yede, to caſt me from that care, 
Lyke as the byrde for foode doth flye, and lighteth in 
the ſnare. 449 7 15 
From whence I may not meve, untill my race be ronne, 
So trained is my truth through her that thinkes my life 
wel wonne. - 45 50 
Thus toſſe I too and fro, in hoape to have reliefe, 
But in the fine I finde not ſo, it doubleth but my greife, 
Wherefore | will my want a warning for to be, 
Unto all men, wiſhing that they, a myrrour make of me. 


LY 


| The felicitie of a mynde imbracing virtue, that 
beholdeth the wretcheddefyresof the worlde. 


Wen dredful ſwelling ſeas, through boyſterous 
woindy blaſtes, n 
So toſſe the Ships, that all for nought ſerves anker, . 


ſaile, and maſtes: . | HEH 
Who takes not pleaſure then, ſafely on ſhore to reſt, 


And ſee, with dreade and depe diſpayre, how ſhipmen are 
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1 Not that we pleaſure take, when others felen ſmart, 
Our gladnes groweth to ſee their harmes, and yet to feele 


no part. 


Delight we take alſo, well ranged in aray 
When armies meete, to ſee the fight, yet free be from 


this fray. Sh | | 
But yet among the reſt, no joy may match with this, 


| Teaſpyreunto the temple hye where wiſdome throned is. 
.  Defended with the ſawes of hory heads expert, 


Which Clere it keep from errours miſt, that might the 


truth pervert. i f der foote, 
From whence thou maiſt look downe, and ſee as un- 


Mans wandring will and doubtful life from whence they 


toke their root. 
How ſome by wit contend, by prowes ſome to ryſe, 
Riches and rule to gayne and holde, is all that Men devyſe. 
O miſerable myndes, O hartes in folly drent, [ſpent ? 
Why ſee you not what blindneſſe in this wretched life is 
Body devoyde of griefe, mynde free from care and 
3 [to feede. 


Is all and ſome that nature craves, wherewith our lyfe 


So that for natures turne fewe thinges may well ſuffiſe, 


Dolour andgriefclene to expell,and ſome delight ſurpriſe. 


Vea and it falleth oft, that Nature more content, 


1 with the leſſe, then when the more to cauſe delight 


is ſpent. 


All worldly Pleaſures wade. 
THE winter with his grieſly ſtormes no longer dare 
abyde, IlIgnkewiy dyde. 


The pleaſant graſſe with luſty grene, the earth hath 
The trees have leves, the bowes don ſpred, new changed 


is the Vere; 2 bankes appere; 
The water brokes are clean ſonk down, the pleaſant 
The ſpring is come, the goodly nimphes now daunce in 
every place, b his face. 
Thus bath the yere moſt pleaſantly of late ychaungde 


Hoape for no immortalitie, for wealth will wear away, 


As we may learn by every yere, yea howers of every _ 
| | Yo ed, or 
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For Zephirus doth mollify the Cold and bluſtering 
windes, Fr, (our mindes. | 
The ſomers drought doth take away the ſpring out of 
And yet the ſomer cannot laſt but once muſt ſtep afyde, 
Then autumne thinkes to kepe his place, but autur-:: 
cannot bide | | 
For when he hath brought furth his fruits, and ſtuft 
_  . the barnes with corn, worn. 
Then winter eates and empties all, and thus is Autumne 
Then hory froſtes poſſeſſe the place, then tempeſtes 
_ work much harme, _ | had madeſo warm. 
Then rage of ſtormes done make al Cold, which ſomer 
W herefore let no man put his truſt in chat, that will 
„ | Ap on { weare away. 
For flipper wealth will not continue, pleafure will 
For when that we have loft our lyfe,and lye under a ftone, 
What are we then; we are but earth, then is our plea- 


* 
\ 


ſure gone. i Fo 45 
No Man can tell what God almight of every wight doth | 
_ "at. | [ laſt. | 


No Man can fay to day I live, tyll morne my life ſhall 
For when thou ſhalt before thy Judge ſtand to receive 
thy dome,  Frhee become. 
What ſentance Minos doth pronounce that muſt of 
Then ſhall not noble ſtocke and bloud redem thee from 
his handes, | [his bands. 
Nor ſugred talke with eloquence ſhall looſe thee from 
Nor yet thy lyfe uprightlye led can helpe there out of 
b hell, 13 5 10 [and dwell. 
For who deſendeth downe ſo depe, muſt there abyde 
Diana could not thence deliver the chaſt Hypolitus, 
Nor Theſeus could not call to lyfe his friend Perithous. 


A Complaint of the loſe of libertie by love. 
11 55 1 ſecking reſt, unreſt I finde, . 
A I fynde that wealth is cauſe of wo. 
Mo worth the time that I enclynde 
To fixe in mynde her beauty ſo. 
That day be darkened as the night 
Let furious rage it eleane denoure, No 
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Ne ſunne nor moone therein geve light, 
But it conſume with ſtreame and ſhowre. 
Let no ſmall byrdes ſtrayne forth their yo 
With pleaſant tunes, ne yet no beaſt 
Fynde Cauſe whereat he may rejoyce, 
That day when chaunced myne unreft. 
| Wherein alas, from me was raught 
Myne owne free choyce and quiet mynde, 
My lyfe my death in balance braught, 
And reaſon raſde through barke and rinde. 
And I as yet in floure of Age, 
Both wit and will did ſtill advaunce, 
Ay to reſiſt that burning rage, 
But when I darte then dyd I glaunce. 
Nothing to me dyd ſeme ſo hye, 
In mynde I could it ftrait attaine, 
Fancy perſwaded me thereby, 
Love to eſteme a thing moſt vayne. 
But as the byrde upon the bryer, 
Doth pricke and proyne her without care, 


Not knowing alas (poore foole) how nere 


She is unto the fowlers ſnare: 
So I amyd deceitfull truſt, 
Did not miſtruſt ſuch woful happe; 
T'yll cruel love, ere that l wiſt, 
Had caught me in his carefull trappe. 
Then dyd I feele and partly knowe 
How little force in me did raygne, 
So ſoon to yelde to overthrowe, 
So frayle to flit from joy to payne. 
For when in wealth will dyd me leade, 
Of libertic to hoyſe my ſayle, | 
To hale at ſhete, and caſt my leade, 
I thought free choyce would ſtill prevayle. 
In whoſe calme ftreames I ſailde fo farre, 
No raging ſtorme had in reſpect, 5 
Untill I raiſde a goodiy ſtarre, 
Whereto my courſe I did direct. 
In whoſe proſpect in dolefull wyſe, 
My tackle faylde, my cumpaſſe brake 


* 


- 


* 
AS, 1 
2 ar dons "ANA ; 8 4 32h 5 
7 8 * 2 Lie ER . at ROI 1008 8 n . n ALS "Mo 27G $4 
r at oo ond c NE-<- 2 te 
Rs Es ee EE A 


: . 


Through hote deſyres ſuch ſtormes did ryſe, 


Thar ſtern and top went all to wrake. 
Oh cruell hap, oh fatall chaunce, - _ 
O fortune why wer thou unkinde, 2 
Without regard thus in a trance, 2 when 
To reve from me my joyful mynde. | pr 

Where I was free now muſt I ſerve, 3 04 
Where I was loſe now am I bound, 412-2075 
In death my lyfe I do preſerve, _ | 


As one through gyrt with many a wounde.' 
A praiſe of his ladze. 
'E Eve place, you Ladies and be gone, 
A} .Boaſt not your ſelves at all, 
For here at hande approcheth one, 
Whoſe face will ſtayne you all. 
The vertue of her lively lookes 
Excels the precious ſtone, 
I wiſthe to have none other bookes 
To reade or look upon. | 
In eche of her two chriſtall eyes, 
Smyleth a naked boy; . . J 
It would you all in heart ſuffiſe N a 
To ſee that lampe of je. 5 
I think nature hath loſt the moulde, 
Where ſhe her ſhape did take; 5 
Or elſe I doubre if nature coulde 
So fayre a creature make. 
She may be well comparde 
Unto the Phenix kinde, PEE 
Whoſe like was never ſeene nor heard, 
That any man can fyndede.. 
In lyfe ſhe is Diana chaſt 
In trouth Penelope, 
In Woord and eke in dede ſtedfaſt; 
What will you more we ſay - 1 
If all the world were ſought fo farrez, - 
Who could finde ſuche a wight, 3 
Her beauty twinkleth lyke a ſtarre 
Within the froſty night. ER 


Her 
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Her roſeall coulour comes and goes, 
With ſuch a comely grace, 15 
More ruddier too, then doth the roſe, 
Within her lively face. | | 

At Bacchus feaſt none ſhall her mete, 
Ne at no wanton playe, 
Nor gaſing in an open ſtrete, 

Nor gadding as aſtray. | 

The modeſt myrth that ſhe doth uſe, 
Is mixt with ſhamefaſtneſſe, 

All vyce ſhe doth wholy refuſe, - 

And hateth ydlenefſe. 

O lord it is a world to ſec, 

How Vertue can repayre, 

And decke in her ſuch honeſtie, 
Whome nature made ſo fayre. 
Truely ſhe doth as farrre excede, 

Our Women now adayes, _ 

As doth the Jelifloure, a wede, 

Ard more a thouſand wayes. 

How might I doe to get a graffe 
Of this unſpotted tree: - 

For all the reſt are playne but chaffe 

Which ſeeme good corne to bee, 

This gyft alone T ſhall her geue, 
When death doth what he can, 

Her honeſt fame ſhall ever live, 
Within the mouth of man. 


The poore Eſtate to be holden for beſt. 


| 1 now doth ſhew what god us taught before. 
Deſyred Pompe is vayne, and ſeldome doth it laſt, 

hee climbes to raigne with kinges, may rue his fate full 
ore, | | 

Alaſs the wofull end that comes with care full faſt, 

Reject him doth renounce, his pompt full lowe is caſt, 

Deceived is the byrd by ſweteneſſe of the call, | 

Expell that pleaſant traſt, wherein is bytter gall. 


Such 
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Such as with oten cakes in poor eſtate abydes, 

Of care have they no cure, the Crab with myrth they 

8 [down ſlides, 
More eaſe feel they then thoſe, that from their height 
Exceſſe doth brede theyr wo, they ſayle in Scilias 
Remaying in the Stormes till ſhip and all be loft. [coft, 
Serve God therefore thou poore, for lo, thou liveſt in 
Eſchue the golden hall, thy patched houſe is beſt. [reſt, 


The Complaynt of TO amid the Deſert 
Wo00a. | 


"Re a ſely man, when love did him forſake, 

In mourning wite, amid the wods thus gan his 
Plaint to m ke. 

Ah woful Man (quod he) fallen is thy lot to mone, 

And pine away with careful thoughtes, unto thy 

Love unknowne. „ 

Thy Lady thee forſakes whom thou didſt honour ſo, 
That ay to her thou wert a frend, and to thy ſelf a fo. 
Ye Lovers that have loſt your heartes deſyred choyſe, 
Lament with me my cruel happe, and help my 

trembling voice. | 3 
Was never man that ſtoode ſo great in fortune's grace, 
Nor with his ſwete alas to deare poſſeſt ſo high a place. 
As I whoſe ſimple heart aye thought himſelf full ſure. 
But now I ſee hye ſpringing ri des they may not ay endure. 
She knowes my gyltleſſe heart, and yet ſhe lets it pyne. 
Of her untrue profeſſed love, ſo feble is the twyne. 
What wonder is it than, if I berent my heares, 
And craving death continually do bathe myſelf in tears. 
When Creſus King of Lide was caſt in cruel bandes, 
And yelded goodes and life alſo into his Enemies handes, 
What tongue could tell his wo, yet was his grief 

much leſſe 3 [wo redreſs. 
Then mine, for I have loſt my love which might my 
Ye woodes that ſhroude my lims geve now your hollow 
ſounde, [ found. 


That ye may help me to bewayle the cares that me con- 
: 1 Ye 
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Ve rivers reſt a while and ſtay the ſtreames that runne, 

Rew Theſtilis moſtwoful man that reſtes under the ſunne, 

FTranſport my ſighs ye wyndes unto my pleaſant foe, 

My trickling tears ſhall witneſſe bearc of this my cruell 
woe. . . 

O happy man wer I, if al. the Goddes agreed, 

That now the Sylters three ſhould cut in twaine my 
farall therede. | : 

Till lyfe wi he love ſhall ende, I here reſygne al joy, 

Thy pleaſant ſwete I now lament, whole lacke bredes 
mine annoy; | 

Farewell my deare therefore, farewell to me wel knownc, 


it that I dye it ſhall be ſaide that thou haſt ſlay ne 


thyne owne. 


A 


An A ſæer of Corafort. 


TJ #efilis thou ſely man, why doſt thou ſo complayne, | 


If nedes thy love will thee forſake, thy mourning is 

in vayne., | _ [to runne, 

For none can force the Streames againſt their courſe 

Nor yet unwilling love with tears or wailing can be 

e 5 "ETC, 

_ eaſe thou therefore thy Pl aintes, let hope thy forowes 

The ſhipmen though their Sayles be rent, yet hope to 

| ſcape the Seas. . [change. 

Though ſtrange ſhe ſeems awhile, yet thinke ſhe will not 

Good cauſes drive a ladies love, ſometime to ſeem full 
ſtrange. | „„ top 1 885 

No lover that hath wit, but can foreſee ſuch happe, 


8 4 


That no wight cannot wiſh or will ſlepe in his Ladies 


5 Ah 12 
Achilles for a tyme fayre Biiſes did forgo, dt 71 
Yer did they mete with joy againe, then think thon 
mayſt do fo. ONES e 
Though he and lovers al, in love ſharpe Stormes do finde, 
Deſpair not thou poore Theſiilis, though thy love ſeme 
unkind, FEY : Sys. + 
Ah think her graffed love cannot fo ſone decay, [away. 
_ Hye ſpringes may ceaſe from ſwelling (till, but never 85 
4 : 
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Oft Stormes of lovers yre, do more their love encreaſe, 
As ſhy ning ſunne refreſſie the frutes, when Training gins 
„% WW | __ -.. [again 
When Springs are waxen lowe, then muſt they flowe 
So ſhall thy hart advanced be, to pleaſure out of Payne, 
When lacke of thy delight moſt bitter grief apperes, 
Thinke on Erraſchys worthy love, that laſted thyrty 
. | [ Choyce, 
Which could not long atcheve, his heartes deſyred 
Yet at the ende he found rewarde, that made him to re- 
oyce. | 
Ling fo ſo long in hope with Patience did remayne, 
Cannot thy fervent love forbeare thy love a month or 
._ - twaine? 
admit the minde to chaunge and nedes will thee forgo, 
Is there no moe may thee delight bur ſhe that paines 
. [done, 
THeſcilis draw to the towne, and love as thou h tt 
In tyme. thou knowelt by faithfull love, as good as the 
is wonne. - | 
And leave the deſert woodes :nd wayling thus alone, 
And ſeke to ſalue thyſore ellwhere, if all her love be gone. 


Tie Lov r praiethpittio, ſh, wing-that Nature hath 
taught his dog as it were to ſue for tle [ame by 
LiJſiug bis ladies handes, 


N that taught my ſely dog God wat 

. Even for my take to like where ] do love, 
Inforced him wher as my Lady ſat, | 
Wirth humble ſure before her falling flat. 

As in his ſort he might her pray and move 

To rue upon his lord and not forgeat, 

The ſtedfaſt faith he beareth her, and love 
Kiſſing her hand whome ſhe coulde not remove. 
Away that would for frowning nor for threar, 
As they he would have ſayd in my behove, 
Pity my Lord your Slave that doth remayne, 
Leſt by his death, you ages” ſlay us twayne 


pF i 
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Of his ring ſeit to his ladie. 


oe thou my ring mayſt go, where I ne may, 
Since thou maiſt ſpeake where I muſt holde my 
Say unto her that is my lives ſtay [Peace, 
Graven within which I do here expreſſe, 

That ſooner ſhall the ſunne not ſhine by day, 

And with the Raine the floodes ſhall waxen leſſe, 
Sooner the tree the Hunter ſhall bewray, 

Then I for change, or choyce of other love, 

Do ever ſeke my fanly to remove. 


— a 
— 


t 


The changeable State of Lovers. 


OR that a Reſtleſſe hed muſt come what have in 
ure, | „ 
Wherewith it may acquainted be, as Falcon is with Lure. 
Fianſy doth me awake out of my drowly ſlepe, 
In ſeeing how the little mouſe, at Night begins to creepe. 
So the deſyrous man, that longes to catch his Pray. 
In {pying how to watche his tyme, lyeth lurking ſtill 
day. | 
In ©: Sang for to have, and fearing for to find 
The falve that ſhoulde recure his ſore, and forroweth 
but the mynde. 
Such 1s the guyle of love, and the uncertayn State, 
That ſome ſhould have their hoped hap, and other 
hard Eſtate. 5 
That ſome ſhould ſeme to joy in that they never had, 
And ſome again ſhall frown as faſt, where cauſeleſſe 
they be ſad. 
Such trades no Levers uſe, when they be moſt at large, 
That guyd the Stere when they themſelves lye fettred 
in the barge, | 4 
The greneſſe of my Youth cannot thereof expreſſe, 
The 1 for by Proofe unknowen, all this is but 
eſſe, 
When 77 hold it beſt, in time to hold my peace, 
But wanton will it cannot hold, or make my Pen to on 
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A Pen of no avayle, a fruitleſſe labour eke, 
My troubled hed with fanſies fraughr, doth paine it 
_ _ felfe to ſeke. 3 1 | 
And if perhaps my wordes of none availe do pricke 
Such as do fele the hidden harmes,I would not they ſhould 
kicke, [ harme, 
As cauſeleſſe me to blame which thinketh them no 
Although I feem by others fyre, ſometimes my ſelf to 
Woarme. | 
Which clerely I denye, as guiltlefſe of that cryme, 
And though wrong deemde I be therin, truth it will 
trye 1n tyme. | 


A Praiſe of Audley. 
N EN Audley had run out his Race, and ended 
wer his dayes, | ſworthy Praiſe. 


His fame ſtept forth and bad me write of him ſome 
What lyfe he lad, what actes he did, his vertues and 
good name, | 
Wherto I calde for true report, as witneſs to the ſame. 
Well borne he was, well bent by kind, whoſe mind did 
never ſwerve 
A skilfull head, a valiant hart, a ready hand to ſerve. 
Brought up and trainde in feates of war long time be- 
| yond the Seas, | 1 (ſought to Poe: 
Calde home agayn to ferue his Prince, who ſtill he 
What turnay was there he refulde, what ſervice did he 
ſhoon? | ' [was doon? 
Where he was not nor his Advice, what great cxploits 
In town a Lambe, in filde full fierce, a Lyon at the nede, 
In ſobre wit a Solomon, yet one of Hector's fede. _ 
Then ſhame it wer that any tonge ſhould now defame 
his dedes, | 
That in his Life a mirrour was to all that him ſuccedes, 
No poore eſtate nor hye renowne his nature could per- 
vart, [ſtant hart; 
No hard Miſchanee that him befell could move his con- 
Thus long he lived, loved of all, as one miſlykte of none, 
And where he went who calde him not the gentle Para- 
gon. 


Ii But 
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But courſe of kinde doth cauſe eche frute to fall when it 
is ry pe, 

And ſpitefull death will ſuffer none to ſcape his grievous 

rype. 

Vet 5 the ground received have his corps into her 
wombe, 

This Epitaphe ygrave in braſſe, ſhal ſtand upon his 
tombe. 

Lo! here he lyes that hated vyce, and vertuous lyf imbraſt, 


His name in earth, his ſprite above, deſerves to be well 


plalt. 


Tyme tryeth trueth, 


CHE thing I ſee hath tyme, which tyme mut 

| trye my truth, 

Which trueth deſerves a ſpecial truſt, on truſt gret 

| friendſhip groweth ; 

And friendſhip may not faile where faithfulneſs is found; 

And faithfulneſs is full of fruite, and fruitful thinges be 
ſound. 

And ſound is good at proofe, and provfc is prince of 
Prayſe, 

And precious praiſe is ſuch a pearle, as ſeldome ner 

decayes. 


All ch thinges tyme tryes fourth, which time I muſt 
abyde, 

How ſhould I boldly credite crave till tyme my truth 
have tryde; 

For as I found a tyme to fall in Ge frame; 

So I do with a lucky time for to declare the ſame. 

If hap may aunſwer hoape, and hoape may have his 
hyre, 


ogg ſhall my heart Ne in . the time that Ide- 
_ 


The Lover refi fed of his love, embraceth vertue. 


M Youthful yeres are paſt, 

My joyfull dayes are gone: 

My lyfe it may not laſt, 

My grave and I am one. | „„ 
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My Myrth and joyes are fled, 
And I a Man in wo, 
Deſirous to be ded, 
My Miſciefe to forgo. 
I burne and am a colde, 
I freele amyddes the fyer, 
I ſee ſhe doth witholde 
That is my molt deſyre. 
I ſee my helpe at hande, 
I ſee my lyfe alſo, . 
I ſee where ſhe doth ſtande 
That 1s my deadly fo. 
I ſce how the doth ſee, 
And yet ſhe wil be blynde, 
I ſee in helpyng me, 
She ſekes and will not fynde. 
I ſee how ſhe doth wrye, 
When I begynne to mone, 
I ſee when I come nye, 
How fayne the would be gone. 
I ſee what wil ye more, 
She will me gladly kill, 
And you ſhall ſee therfore 
Thar ſhe ſhall have her will. 
I cannot live with Stones, 
It is too hard a foode, 
I wil be dead at ones 
To do my Lady good. 


_ The Picture of a Lover. 


8 my Picture here wel portrayed for the nones, 


With heart conſumed and falling fleſh, behold the 
very bones. | . 
W hoſe cruel chaunce alas, and deſteny is ſuch, 

Onely becauſe | pur my truſt in ſome folke all too muche. 

For ſince the tyme that I did enter in thys pyne, 
Tneverſaw the ryſing ſunne but with my weeping eyen. 

Nor yet I never heard fo ſweet a Voice or ſounde, 
But that to me it dyd encreaſe the dolour of my * 
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Nor in ſo ſoft a bedde, alas I never lay, 

- But that it ſemed hard to me or ever it was day. 
Yet in this body bare, that nought but life retaynes, 
The Strength whereof cleane paſt away, the care yet 

ſtill remaynes, 9850 8 

Like as the cole in flame doth ſpend it ſelf you ſee, 
To vaine and wretched cindre duſt till it conſumed bee. 
So doth this hope of myne enforce my fervent ſute, 
To make me for to gape in vayne, whilſt other eate the 

fruite, f 

And ſhall do tyll that death doth geve me ſuch a grace, 
To rid this ſely wofull ſprite out of this dolefull caſe. 
And then would God wer writ in Stone or els in leade, 
This Epitaph upon my grave, to ſhew why I am dead, 
Here lyeth the lover lo, who for the love he ought, 
Alive unto his ladie dere, his death thereby he caught. 
And in a ſnielde of blacke, lo here hys armes ap- 

—_ : a 
With weeping eyes as you may fee, well poudred all 
_ with teares. = 
Lo here you may beholde, aloft upon his breft, [beft. 

A Womans hand ſtraining the hart of him that loved her 
| Wherefore all you that ſee this corps for love that 

ſtarves, © | 7 
Example make unto you all, that thankleſſe lovers ſarves. 


th 


— — 


Of the Death of Philips, 


Ewaile with me all ye that have profeſt 
Of muſicke th” arte, by touch of coarde or winde, 


Lay downe your lutes and let your gytterns reſt, 
Philips is dead whofe like you cannot fynde, 

Of muſike much exceeding all the reſt; _ 
Muſes therefore of force now muſt ye wreſt 
Your pleaſant notes into another ſounde, 

The String is broke, rhe lute is diſpoſſeſt, 

The hand6 is colde, the body in the ground, 


The 
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The lowring lute lamenteth now therfore, 
Phillips her frende, that can her touche no more. 


That all things ſometime finde caſe of thyr * 
{ave only the Lover. | 


See there is no ſor « 

Of things that live in griefe, 
Which at ſometime may not reſort 
W heras they have reliefe. 

The ftricken Dere by kinde 
Of Death thar ſtandes in awe, 
For his recure an herbe can fynde, 
The arrowe to withdrawe. 
Luhe chaſed dere hath ſoyle, 
To coole him in his heate; 
The aſſe after his wery toyle, 
In ſtable is up ſet. 
The cony hath his cave, 
The little byrd his neſt, 
From heate and colde chemſelves to lave, 
At all times as they liſt. 
The Owle with feble fight, 
Lyes lurking in the leaves, 
The ſparrow in the froſty night 
May ſhroude her in the caves. 
But wo to me, alas, 
In ſunne nor yet in ſhade, 
I cannot find a reſting place, 
My burden to unlade. 
But day by day ſtill beares 
The burden on my backe, 
With weeping eyen and watry terer, 
To holde my hope abacke. | 
All things I ſee have place, 
Wherein they bowe or bende, 
Save this, alas, my woful caſe, 
Which no where fyndeth ende 


Tb eſſaute 
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Th aſſaute of Cupide upon the fort wore the lo. 
Ver hart lay wounded, and how he was taken. 


WH REN Cupide ſcaled fyrſt the fort 

W herein my heart lay wounded fore, 
The batry was of ſuch a fort 

That I muſt yelde or dye therfore. 
There ſaw I love upon the Wall, 

How he his banner dyd dyſplay, 
Alarme, Alarme, he *gan to call, 

And bade his fouldiours kepe ara. 

The armes the which that cepide bare, 
Were pearced heartes with tears beſprent, 
In Silver and Sable to declare 
The ſtedfaſt love he alwayes ment. 

There myght you ſee his hand all dreſt, 
In colours, like to whyte and blacke, 
With powder and with pellets preſt. 

To bring the fort to ſpoyle and ſacke. 

Good while the maiſter of the ſhor, 
Stoode in the rampyre brave and proude, 
For ſpence of powder he ſpared not, 
Aſſaulte, Aſſaulte, to cry aloude. 

There myght you heare the cannons rore, 
Eche piece dyſcharged a lover's looke, 
Which had the power to rent, and tore 
In any place wheras they tooke. 

And even with the Trumpets ſowne, 
The ſcaling ladders were up ſet, 
And beauty walked up and downe, 
With bow in hand and arrowes whet. 
Then fyrſt deſyrc began to ſcale 
And ſhrowed him under his targe, 
As one the worthieſt of them all, 
And apteſt for to give the charge. . 

Then puſhed Souldiers with theyr Py kes, 

And holbarders with handy ſtrokes, a 
The hargabüſhe in fleſne it lightes, 
And dims the ayre with miſty ſmokes, 


And 
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nd as it is now Souldiers uſe, 
When ſhot and powder gins to want, 
I hanged up my flag of truce, 


And pleaded for my lyves graunt. 
When fancy thus had made her breache, 


And beauty entred with her bande. 
With bag and baggage ſely wretch, 
I yelded into beauties hand. 

Then beauty bad to blowe retrete, 
And every Souldiour to retyre, | 
And mercy mylde with ſpede to fer 
Me captive bound as priſoner. 

Madame (quod I,) ſith that this day 
Hath ſerved you at all aſſayes, 
I yelde to you without delay, 
Here of the fortreſſe all the kayes. 

And fith that I have been the marke, 
At whom you ſhot at with your eye, 
Nedes muſt you with your handy warke, 


Or ſalve my ſore, or let me dye. yet LEE 


6 


The Aged Lover renounceth love. 


1 Lothe that I dyd love, 

In Youth that I thought ſwete, 
As time requires for my behove, 
Methinks they are not mete. 

My luſtes they do me leave, 

My fancies all are fled, 1 
And tract of time begynnes to weave 
Gray heares upon my hed. 

For age with ſtealing ſteppes 
Hath clawde me with his crouche, 
And luſty lyfe away ſhe leapes 
As there had been none ſuch. 

My Muſe doth not delight 
Me as ſhe dyd before, 

My hand and pen are not in plight, 
As they have been of yore. | 
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For reaſon me denyes 
This 3 ydle ryme, 
And day by day to me ſhe cryes, 
Leave of theſe toyes in ryme. 
The wrinkles in my browe, 

The furrows in my face. 
Say lymping age will lodge hym now, 
Where youth muſt geve him place. 

The Harbinger of Death, 
To me I ſee him ride, 
The cough, the cold, the gaſping breath 
Doth byd me to-provyde. | | 
A pickax and a ſpade, 
And cke a ſhrowding ſhete, 
A houſe of clay for to be made, 
For ſuch a geaſt moſt mete. | 
Methinkes I heare the Clarke 
That knoles the carefull knell, 
And byddes me leave my woful warke, 
Ere Nature me compell. 
My kepers knit the knot, 
That Youth did laugh to skorne, 
Of me that cleane {hall be forgor, 
As I had not been borne. 
Thus muſt I Youth geve up, 
Whoſe badge | long dyd weare, 
To them I yelde the wanton cup, 
That better may it beare. 
Lo, here the bare hed: skull, 
By whoſe balde ſigne I know, . 
That ſtouping age away ſhall pull, 
Which youthfull yeres did ſowe. 
For beauty with her band 

Theſe croked cares hath wrought, 

And ſhipped me into the land, 

From whence I fyrſt was brought. 

And ye that byde behinde, 

Have ye none other truſt 

| As ye of clay were caſt by kynd, 

| So ſhall ye waſte to duſt. | of 


SONGS and SONNETES. 154 


: 
Of the Lady Wentworth's. death. 
O live to dye, and dye to live again, | þ 
With good renowne of fame well led before, 
Here lyeth ſhe that learned had the lore, 
Whom if the perfect Vertues woulden dayne, 
To be ſet furth with ſoyle of worldly grace, 
Was noble borne, and matcht in noble race, 
Lord PVentworthes Wife, nor wanted to attayne, 
In natures giftes, her Prayſe among the reſt, 
But that that gave her Prayſe above the beſt: 
Not Fame, her Wedlockes chaſtnes durſt diſtayne 
Wherin with Child, delivering of her wombe 
The untimely birth hath brought them both in tombe, 
So left ſhe life by death to live againe. 


* r 8 N 


Te Lover accuſing his love for her unfaithful. 
neſſe purpoſeth to live in libertge, 


T HE ſmoky ſighes, the bitter teares, 

Thar I in vaine have waſted, 

The broken ſlepes, the woe and feares, 

That long in me have laſted, 

The love and all I owe to thee, 

Here I renounce, and make me free. 

Which freedom I have by thy Guylt, 
And not by my deſerving, 0 

Since ſo unconſtantly thou wilt, 

Not love, but ſtill be ſwerving, 

To leave me of which was thine owne, 

Without cauſe why as ſhall be knowne: _ 
The fruites were fayre the which did growes 

Within thy garden planted, 

The leaves were grene of every bough, 

And moyſture nothing wanted, | 

Yet or the bloſomes gan to fall, 

The Caterpillar waſted all. 
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Thy bodie was the garden place, 
And ſugered woordes it beareth, 
The bloſſomes all thy faith it was, 
Which as the canker weareth, 
The Caterpillar is the ſame, 
That hath wonne thee and loſt thy Name. 
I mean the lover loved now, 
By thy pretenced foly, _ bg, 
Which will prove like, thou ſhalt find how, 
Unto a tree of holly, _ 
That barke and beary beares always, 
The one, byrdes fedes, the other flayes. 
And right well mighteſt thou have thy wiſh, 
Of thy = new acquaynted, 
For thou art like unto the diſhe, 
That Adrianus painted, | 
Wherein were grapes portrayd ſo fayre, 
'That fowles for foode did there repayre. 
But I am lyke the beaten fowle, 
That from the net eſcaped, 
And thou art like the ravening owle, 
That all the night hath waked, 
For none entent but to betray, 
The ſleping fowle before the day. 
Thus hath thy love been unto me, 
As pleaſant and commodious, 
As was the fyre made on the ſe, 
By Naulus hate ſo odious.. 
Therwith to trayne the gre&;/> Hoſt, 
From Troyes returne where they were loſt. 
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The Lover for want of his deſire, Sheweth his death 
att hande. | 


o 


A 8 Cypres tree that rent is by the roote, 
As branche or Slippe better from wheace it growes, 


As well Sowne Sede for drought that cannot Sprout 
As gaping grounde that rainleſs cannot cloſe, | 
As Mowles that want the earth to do them bote 
As fiſhe on land to whom no Waters flowes, 
As Chameleon that lackes the ayre to Sote, 
As flowers do fade when Phebus rareſt Showes: 
As Salamandra repulſed from the fyre, | 
So Wanting my wiſh Idye for my deſyre. 


A happy end excedeth al pleſures and riches of the 
| World. 


T H E Shyning Seaſon to Some, 

The glory in the worldes Sight, 

Renounced fame though fortune wonne 
The glittering gold the eyes delight, | | 
The Senſuall lyfe that ſemes ſo Swete, | = 
The heart with joyfull dayes replete, J 
The thing whereto eche wight is thral - = 
The happy end excedeth all. e 4 


Againſt an Unſted faſt Woman, : g 


0 Temerous tauntres tbat delightes in toyes, 
Tumbling cockboate tottring too and fro, 
Jangling ieſtres, depraveres of Swete ioyes, 

Ground of the graſſe whence all my grief doth grow 
Sullen Serpent enuironed with deſpyte, a 
That ill for good at all tymes doſt requitmſGGGQ. 
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A prayſe of Petrarche and of Laura his Ladie. 


| O Petrarche head and prince of Poets all, 
Whoſe lively gyft of flowing eloquence 

Well may we ſeke, but find not how or whence, 

So rare a gyft with thee did ryſe and fall, 

Peace to thy bones, and glory immortall 

Be to thy name, and to her excellence, | 

Whoſe beauty lighted in thy time and Sence, 

So to be ſet furth as none other ſhall. 

Why hath not our peas rymes fo perfit wroughte, 

Ne why our time furth bringeth beauty ſuch ? 

Io trye our wittes as gold is by the touch, 

If to the ſtyle the Matter ayded ought ! 

But there was never Laura more then one, 

And her had Petrarche for his Paragone. 


/ : 


That Petrarche cannot be paſſed but ntmithſtandinge 
that Laura is fatre ſurpaſſed. 


W I TH Petrarche to compare there may no wight, 
Nor Yet attayne Unto fo high a ſtile, 
Bur Yet | wot full well where is a file, 
To frame a learned man to praiſe aright, 
Of Stature meane, of ſemely forme and Shappe, 
Eche line of iuſt Proporcion to her height, 
Her colour freſh, and mingled with ſach Sleight. 
As though the roſe ſat in the lilies lap. 

In Wit and long to Shew what may be Sed, 
To every dede 15 75 a perfit grace, 
If Laura lived, ſhe would her cleane deface: 
For I dare ſay, and lay my life to wed, _ 
That Alomus could not, if he downe diſcended, 5 
Once juͤſtly ſay, Lo! this may be amended. 


* 


| : Againſt 
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Againſt a cruel Woman, 


n unkinde whom mercy cannot move, 

Harbour of unhappe where rigours rage doth, 
| Craigne 
Ground of any griefe where pittie cannot prove, 
Trickle to truſt of all untruth the trayne, 

Thou rigorous rocke that truth cannot remove; 
Daungerous delph, depe dungeon of diſdaine, 
Sacke of Self. Will, the cheſt of craft and chaunge, 
What cauſeth thee thus cauſeleſſe for to change? 

Ah! pittieleſſe Plaint whom Plaint cannot Provoke, 
Den of deſceit that right doth ſtill refuſe, 
Cauſeleſſe unkinde that carieſt under cloke 
Cruelty and craft me onely to abuſe, | 
Stately and ſtubborne withſtanding Cupide's ſtroke, 
Thou Marvyeilops made that makeſt men to muſe, 
Swollen by ſelf- will, moſt ſtony ſtiffe and trange, 

What cauſeth thee thus cauſeleſſe for to change. 

Slipper and Secret where Suretie cannot ſow, 

Net of neweltic, neſt of newfangleneſſe,  _ 

Spring of all Spyte, froni whence whole fluddes doe 


Thou cave and cage of care and craftineſſe, 
Wavering willow that every blaſt doth blow, 
Graff without groth and cauſe of carefulneſſe, 
Heape of miſhappe of all my greife the grange, 
What cauſeth thee thus cauſeleſſe for to change? 
Haſt thou forgot that I was thyne infeſt 
By force of love, has thou not hart at all? 
Saweſt thou not other for thy love were left 
Knoweſt thou unkinde, that nothing movght befall 
From out of my heart that coulde have thee bereft, 
What meaneſt thou then, at ryot thus to range 
And leaveſt thine owne that never thought to change. 
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The lover Sheweth what he woulde have, if he were 
graunted him to have what he would wiſbe. 


| F it were ſo that god would graunt me my requeſt, 
| And that I might of earthly thinges have that 1 lyked 
— "Ton; 
I would not wiſh to clyme to Princely hye eſtate, 
Which Slipper is and Slydes ſo oft, and hath fo fickle fate, 
Nor yet to conquer realmes with cruel Sword in hand, 
And ſo to Shed the gyltleſs blood of Such as MAE . 
5 nd: 
Nor I would not deſyre in worldly rule to raygne, 
Whoſe fruite is al unquietneſſe,and breaking ofthe brayne. 
Nor richeſſè in exceſſe of vertue ſo abhorde, 
I would not crave which bredeth care, and cauſeth all 
2 3 (diſcorde. 
But my requeſt ſhould be more worth a thouſand folde, 
That I might have and her enjoy that hath my Heart 
| | Fs | (in holde. 
Oh God what luſty lyfe Should we lyve then for ever, 
In Pleaſant Joy, and Perfect bliſſe, to length our 1 4 
TE” | ether. 
- With Woordes of frendly chere, and lokes of lively love, 
To Utter all our hot deſyres, which never ſhould remove. 
But groſſe and gredy Wittes which grope but on the 
| 5 | (ground, - 
To gather mucke of worldly goodes which of do them 
| | 3 (confound, 
Cannot attayne to knowe the miſteries divyne, 
Of Parfit love whereto hye wittes of knowledge 7 en- 
: : 4 clyne, 
A nipgard of his golde Such joy can never have, Fr 
Which geates with toyle and kepes with care and is his 
9 0 1 : ( mony ſlave. 
As they enjoy alwaies, that taſt love in his kinde, 
For they do holde continually a heaven in their minde, 
No worldly goodes could bring my heart ſo great an eaſe, 
As forgo finde or doe the thing that might my lady 3 
| on 
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For by her onely love, my heart ſhould have all joy, 
And with the Same put care away, and all that could 

| ( annoy. 
As if that any thing Should chaunce to make me Sadde 
That touching of her corall lippes, would ſtraight waies 
| make me gladde: 
And when that in my hart I fele that did me greve, 
Which one embracing of her armes ſhe might me ſone 
| | | ( relieve. 
And as the Angels all which ſit in heaven hye, 
With Preſence and the Sight of God, have their fe- 
| | (licitie. 
So Iykewiſe I on earth, Should have all earthly bliſſe, 
With Preſence of that Paragon, my god in earth that is. 


The ladie forſaken of her lover Praith his returne, 
or to the end of her omne life, 


T O love, alas who would not feare, 
That ſeeth my wofull State, 

For he to whom my heart I bear, 
Doth me extremely hate : 
And why therefore I cannot tell, 
He will no longer with me dwell. 

Did You not ſue and long me ſerve, 
EreI you graunted grace, | 
And will you thus now from me ſwerve, 
That never did treſpace ? | : 
Alas Poore woman ! then alas ! 
A wery life here muſt I paſſe : 
And ſhall my faith have ſuch refuſe - 
In dede and ſhall it So ? | . 
Is there no choyce for me to chuſe 
But muſt leave You ſo ? 
Alas Poore woman! then alas! 
A wery lyfe hence muſtI paſſe. 

And is there now no remedy 
But that You will forget her ! 


8 


M 3 There 


"WP RING Ws EI ef" 94 IP's MAI. Ares — _ — — — — 1—— — n 
by II a 1 3 * bo k * N * N r Lat . 1 * 1 2 * - 3% es n * Aer nnen, tn - = 9 — en * . o 
* 3 . 8 f ¾ ¾᷑ͤ . ¾ ˙ io oi pong noe Ba o h / NE ITIEg N 
a" . : had F 6, : s þ " 5 * 8 e ö . 2 4 2 ** r > * 2 2 » EY REF I IG yu > * 
1 n 5 & 1 : ” E N RE 9 0 3 . a 8 N . N N * e : 
3s . * 7 K : 3 \ WIE Ne — e A N . N n eee 0 


166 SONGES and SO NETTE S. 


There was a time when that perdy 
You would have hearde her better. 
But now that time is gone and paſt, 
And all your love is bur a blaſt: 

And can you thus breake your beheſt 
In dede and can you ſo? 
Did you not ſware you loved me beſt ? 


And can you now ſay no? 


Remember me poore wight in paine, 
And for my Sake turne once againe. 
Alas poore Dido now 1 fele, 


| Thy preſent painfull State ; 


When falſe Enea did him ſtele, 

From thee at Carthage gate: 

And left thee fleping in thy bed, 

Regarding not what he had ſed. 
Was ever woman thus betrayde, 

Nor man ſo falſe forſworne, 

His faith and trouth fo ſtrongly tyde, 

Untruth hath all to torn. 


And [ have leave for my goad will, 


To wayle and wepe alone my fil. 
But ſince it will not better be 
My teares ſhall never blin, 
To moiſt the earth in ſuch degree, 
That I may drowne therein. 
That by my death all men may ſay, 
Lo! women are as true as they. 
By me all women may beware, 
That ſee my wofull Smart, 
To ſeke true love let them not ſpare, 
Before they ſet their hart. 
Or els they may become as I, 
Which for my truth gm ly ke to dye. 
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Tze lover helden into his ladies handes, praygth 


c. 


| N fredome was my fantaſie, 
Abhorring bondage of the minde, 
But now I yelde my libertie, . 
And willingly my ſelfe I bynde; 
Truely to ſerve with all my heart, 
Whilſt lyfe doth laſt not to revert. 
Her beutie bounde me firſt of all, 
And forſt my will for to conſent, 
And Jagree to be her thrall, 
For as ſhe liſt I am content, 
My will is hers in that I may 
And where ſhe biddes I wil] obey. 
It lyeth in her my woe or welth, 
She may do that ſhe lyketh beſt, - 
If that ſhe liſt I have my health, 
If ſhe liſt not, in wolreſt, 
Sins Iam faſt withia her bandes 
My woe and welth lye in her handes. 
She can no leſſe then pittie me 
Sith that my faith to her is ſhowne, 
It were to much extremitie | 
With crueltię to uſe her owne, 
Alas a ſinful enterpriſe 
To ſlay that yeldes at her her deuiſe, 
But [ thinke not her hart ſo harde, 
Nor that ſhe hath ſuch cruel luſt. 
I doubt nothing of her rewarde, 
For my deſert, but well I truſt, 
As ſhe bath beautie to allure 
So hath ſhe a hart that will recyre. 
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That nature which 3 all thinges for our behoofe, 
hath made women alſo for our comfort and delight. 


” Un dame natures workes ſuch perfit law is 
(wrought, 
That thinges be rulde by courſe of kind in —_—_ as oe 
ought ; 
And ſerveth in their ſtate, in ſuch juſt frame and Torr” 
That ſlender wits may jud ge the ſame, and make thereof 
(report. 
Behold what ſecret force the wynde doth eaſely ſhowe, 
Which guides the ſhippes amid the Seas, if ſhe his bel- 
< lowes blowe, 
The waters waxen wilde where bluſtering blaſtes go 
(ryle, 
Yet ſeldome do they paſſe their bondes, for eds — 
(deviſe: 
The fire which boyles the leade, and tryeth out the golde 
Hath in his power both helpe and hurt, if he his force 
(unfolde, 
The froſt which killes the fruite, doth kait 0 Vang 
ones, 
And is medicine of kinde, prepared for the zones. 
The earth in whoſeentrailes the foode of mandoth live, 
At every ſpringe and fall of leafe, what pleaſure doth ſne 
(give? 
The ayre which lyfe deſyres, and is to health ſo Foe, 
Of Nature yeldes fuch lively ſmelles, that comfortes e- 
__ (very ſprete. 
The Sunne through natures might doth draw away the 
de, 
And ſpreds the flowers where he is wont, his princely 
(face to ſhew. 
The Moone which may be calde the lanterne of the 
(night, 
Is halfe a guide to traveling men, ſuch vertue hath 1 
(light, 
The Starres not vertueleſſe are beauty to the * 
A ledes man to the Mariner, a ſygne of calmed 3 
e 
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The flowers and fruitful] trees, to man do tribute pay, 
And when they have their dutie done, by courſe they 
| | | fade away: 
Eche heaſte both fiſhe and fowle, doth offer lyfe and all, 
To nouriſh man and do him eaſe, yea ſerve him at 7 
15 > „ 
The Serpentes venomous whoſe ougly ſhapes we hate, 
Are Sovereigne ſalves for ſundry ſores, and needful in 
| (their ſtate. 
Sith nature ſhowes her power, in eche thing thus at large, 
Why ſhoulde not man ſubmit himſelfe to be in natures 
1 | (charge ? 
Who thinkes to flie her force, at length becomes her thrall, 
The wyſeſt cannot ſlippe her ſnare, for nature governs all. 
Lo, nature gave us ſhape, lo, nature fedes our lives, 
Then they are worſe then mad, I thiake, againſt he force 
. that ſtrives, 
Though ſome do uſe to ſay, wich can do nought but faine, 
Women wer made for this entent, to put us men to paine, 
Yet ſure I think they are a pleaſure to the mynde, | 
A joy which man can never want, as nature hath Aſſynde. 


When adverſitie is once fallen it is to late to beware, 


FL my Miſhappe alas I finde 

That happy hap is dangerous, 

And fortune worketh but her kyade, 

To make the joytul dolorous. 

But all to late it comes to mynde, 

To wayle the want that makes me blynde. 
Amid my mirth and pleaſantneſse, 

Such chaunce is chaunced ſodainly, 

That in diſpayre without redreſſe 

1 find my cheifeſt remedy. 

No new kinde of unhappineſſe, 

Should thus have left me coumfortleſſe. 
Who would have thought that my requeſt, 

Should bring me furth ſuch bitter fruite ? 

But now is hapt that I feard leſt, | 

And all this harme comes by my ſuite. 
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For when I thought me happieſt 
Even then hapt all my cheif unreſt, 
In better caſe was never none, 
And yet unwares thus am I trapt, 
My cheif deſyre doth cauſe me mone, 
And to my harme my welth is hapt, 
: There is no man by I alone, | 
That hath ſuch cauſe to ſigh and mone, 
Thus am l taught for to beware, 
And truſt no more ſuch pleaſant chance, 
My happy hap bred me this care, 
And brought my myrth to great miſchaunce. 
There is no man whom hap will ſpare, 
But when ſhe liſt his welth is bare. 
Of a lover that made his only God of his love, 
At you that frendſhippe doe profeſſe, 
1 And of a frend preſent the place, 
Geveeare to me that did poſſeſſe, 
As frendly frujtes as ye embrace, 
And to declare the circumſtance, 
There were themſelves that did advance, 
To teache me truely how to take, | 
A faithful frende for vertues ſake, 
But I was one of little skill, 
To know what good might grow thereby, 
Unto my wealth I had no will, 
Nor to my nede J had none eye, 
But as the chylde doth learne to goe, 
Sol in time did learne to knowe, 
Of all good fruites the world brought forth, 
A faithful frende is thing moſt worth. | 
Then with all care I ſought to finde, 
One woorthy to receive ſuch truſt, 
One onely that was riche in minde 
One ſecret, ſobre, wyſe and juſt, 
Whom riches could not ray ſe at all, 
Nor povertie procure to fall. 
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And to be ſhort in few woordes playne, 
One ſuch a frende I did attaine, 

And when l did enjoy this welth, 
Who lived lord in ſuch a caſe. 
For to my frendes is was great helth, 

And to my foes a fowle deface, 

And to my ſelfe a thing fo riche, | 
As ſeke the world and fynde none suche, 
Thus by this frende I ſet ſuch Store, 
As by my ſelf 1 fet no more. | 

Thys frende ſo much was my delight, 
When care had clene orecome my heart, 
One thought of her rid care as quyte, 
As never care had cauſde my ſmart. 
Thus joyed I in my frend ſo dere, 
Was never frende ſate man ſo nere. 
I carde for her ſo much Alone, 
That other God 1 carde for none. 

But as it doth to them befall, 

That to themſelves reſpect have none 
So my ſweet graffe is growen to Gall 
Where I ſowed mirth I reaped mone, 
This ydoll that 1 honorde foe, 
Is now transformed to my fo. 
That me molt pleaſed, me moſt paynes 
And in diſpayre my heart remaynes. 

And for juſt ſcourge of ſuch deſart, 
Thre plages I may my felte aſſure, 
Firſt of my frende to loſe my part, 
And next my lyfe may not endure, 
And laſt of All the more to blame, 
My ſoule ſhall ſuffer for the ſame. 
Wherfore ye frendes I warne you all, 
Sit faſt for feare of ſuch a fall. 


Upon the Death of Str Antoney Denny, 


Eath and the king, did as it were contend, 
Which of them two bare Denny greateſt love; 

The king to ſhew his love ganne farre extende, 8 

Did him advance his betters far above, 


New 
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New place, much welth, great honor, eke him gave, 

To make it known what power great princes have. 
But when death came with his triumphant gift, 

From worldly carke he quit his weried ghoſt, 

Free from the corps, and ſtraight to hevea it lift, 

Now deme that can, who did for Denny moſt, 

The Kinge gave welth but fading and unſure, 

Death brought him bliſſe that ever ſhall endure. 


A Compariſon of the lovers Paines. 


T Yke as the brake within the ryders hand, 
| Doth ſtraine the horſe, nye woode with 421 of 
7 i aine 
Not uſed before to come in ſuch a bande, 5 I 
Striveth for griefe, although god wot in vayn, 
To be as erſt he was at libertie, ng” 
But force of force doth ſtrain the contrary. 
Even ſo ins band doth cauſe my dedly griefe, 
That made me ſo my wofull chaunce lament : 
Like thing hath brought me into paine and miſchief 
Save willingly to it I did aſſent. : Ok 
To binde the thing in fredome which was free 
That now full ſore alas repenteth me. Oy 


"Of @ Roſemary branche ſent. 


8 U CH grene to me as You have ſent, 
Such grene to you I ſend againe; 

A floriſhing heart that will not feint. 
For drede of hope or loſſe of gayne : 

A ſtedfaſt thought all wholy bent, e 
So that he may your grace obtayne; 
As you by proofe have alwaies ſene, 
To live your owne and alwales grene. 


5 To his love of his conſtant heart. 
A I have been, ſo will I ever be 


Unto my death, and longer if I might 
8 2 15 Have 


— 


Y 
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Have Jof love that friendly looking eye, 

Have I of fortune favour or deſpyte, 

] am of rocke by profe as you may ſee 

Not made of wax, nor of no mettal light 

As leefe to die, by chance as to deceive, . 
Or break the promiſe made, and ſo I leave. 


Of the Token which his Love ſent him. 


HE golden apple that the troyan boy, 

| Geve to Venus the fayreſt of the three, 
Which was the cauſe of all the wracke of Troy, 
Was not received with a greater joy, 

Then was the ſame (my love ) thou ſent to me, 

It healed my fore it made my ſorrows free, 

It gave me hope, it baniſht mine annoy, . 
Thy happy hand full oft of me was bliſt, 

That can geve ſuch a ſalve when that thou liſt. 


Manhood availeth not without good fortune. 


HE cower'd oft whom deynty vyandes fed, 
That boſted muche his Ladies cares to pleaſe, 

By help of them whom under him he led, 
Hath reapt the Palme that valance cold not ceaſe. 
Tho? unexpert that ſhores unknowen were ſought, 
Whom Neptune yet appalled not with feare, 
In wandering ſhippe on truſtles ſeas hath tought, 
The skill to fele that time ſo long doth leare. 
The ſporting Knight that skorneth Cupides hinde, 
With fayned chere the payned cauſe to brede, 
In game unhydes the leaden Sparkes of mynde, 
And gaynes the gole, where: glowing flames ſhould 


( ſpede, 


Thus I ſee proofe the troth and manlie heart 
May not avayle, if fortune chaunce to ſtart. 


ot 
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That Conſtancy of all Vertuet is moſt worthy. 


TJ Bosen in the waxe a perfect Picture made, 
Doth ſhew as fayre as in the marble ſtone, 


Vet do we ſee it is eſteemed of none; 


Becauſe that fier or force the fourme doth fade, 
Whereas the Marble holden is full dere; 

Since that endures the date of longer dayes : 

Of Dyamondes it is the greateſt Prayſe, 

So long to laſt and always one Tappere. 

Then if we do eſteme that thing for beſt 

Which in Perfection longeſt tyme do laſt, 

And that moſt vaine that turnes with every blaſt, 
What jewel then with tong can be expreſte, 

Like to that hert where love hath framde ſuch fetk, 


That cannot fade but by the force of deth. 


. 


The uncertayne State of al over. 


ht as the rage of rayne, 
Filles rivers with exceſſe, 
And as the drought agayn, 
Doth draw them leſſe and leſſe, 
So! both fall and clyme, 
With no and yea ſometime. 
As they ſwell hie and hie, 
So doth encreaſe my ſtate, ' 
As they fall drye and drye, 
So doth my welth abate. 
AS yea is mixt with no, 


So mirth is mixt with wo. 


As nothing can endure, 
That lives and lackes reliefe ; 
So nothing can ſtand ſure, 


Where chaunge doth raygne as chiefe; 


Where- 
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Wherefore | muſt intende, , 
To bowe when others bende. 

And when they laugh to fmyle, 

And when they weep to wayle, 

And when they craſt, begyle, 

And when they fight, aſſayle, 

And thinke there is no change | 

Can make them ſeme to ſtrange. 8 

Oh, moſt unhappy Slave! . 
What man may leade this courſe? 

To lacke he would faineſt have, 

Or els to do much worſe. 

Theſe be rewards for ſuch, 

As live and love to much. 


The Lover in Liberty ſuil eth at them in Thral dome, 
that ſometime shorned his bondage, 


AT libertie I fit and ſee, | 
Them that have erſt laught me to ſcorne, 
Wuhipt with the whip that ſcourged me, 
And now they banne that they wer borne: 
I ſee them ſit full ſobrely, 
And think their earneſt lokes to hide, 
Now in themſelves they cannot ſpye, 
That they or this in me have ſpyed. | 
[ ſee them ſitting al alone, 3 
Marking the ſteppes eche woorde and looke, : 
And now they treade where J have gone 
The paynful Path that I forſoke. 
Now [I ſee well I ſaw no whit, 
When they ſaw well that now are blinde, : 
But happy bap hath made me quit, . YA 
And juſt judgment hath them aſſynd. N 2 


I ſee them wander all alone, in 7 6 
And treade full faſt in dredfull dout,. 
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The ſelfe ſame path that I have gone, 


Bleſſed be hap that brought me out. 


At libertie all this I ſee 
And ſay no woord but erſt among, 
Smyling at them that laught at me, 


Lo ſuch is happe, marke well my ſong. 


| A Compariſon of his love with the faithful and 


painful love of Troylus ts Crefide, 


1 Rede how Troylus ſerved in Troy 

A Lady long and many a Day, 
And how he boade ſo great annoy, 

For her as all the Stories ſay, 
That halfe the paine had never Man, 
Which had this wofull Tr9jax than, 
His Youth, his ſport, his pleaſant chere, 
His courtly ſtate and company, 

In him ſo ſtraungely altered were, 
With ſuch a face of contrary, 


That every joy became a wo, 


This poyſon new had turnde him fo. 
And what Me thought might moſt him eaſe, 


And moſt that for his comfort ſtode, 


The ſame did moſt his Mind diſpleaſe, 

And ſet him moſt in furious mode, 

For all his pleaſure ever lay, | 

To think on her that was away. | 

_ His Chamber was his Common walke, 

Whereia he kept him ſecretly, 7 

He made his bed the place of talke, 

To here his great extremity, A 

In nothing els had he delight, 

But even to be a Martyr right. 
And now to call her, by her name TOR 

And ftraight therewith to ſigh and throbbe: 

And whea his fanſies might not frame, | 


Then into teares and ſo to ſobbe, 
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All in extremes and thus he lyes, 
Making two fountains of his Eyes. 
4s agues have ſharpe ſhiftes of fits, 
Of colde and heat-ſacceſſively ; _ 

So had his Head like chaunge of Wits, 
His pacience wrought ſo diverſly: 


Now up, now down, now here, now there, 


Like One that was he wiſt not where. 


And thus though he were Priam's Sonne, 


And Comen of the King's hye bloode ; 
This Care he had ere he her wonne, 
Till ſhe that was his Maiſtreſſe good: 
And lothe to ſee her Servant ſo 
Became Phyſician to his Wo. 


And took him to her hands and grace, 
And ſayd ſhe would her Mynde apply: 


To help him in his wofull Cafe, 

If ſhe. might be his remedy. : 

And thus they ſay to eaſe his Smart 

She made him owner of her Heart. 
And truth it is {except they lye) 

From that day fourth her ſtudy went; 

To ſhew to love him faithfully, _ 


And his whole myndefull to content: 


So happy a Man at laſt was he, 
And eke fo worthy a Woman ſhe. 
Lo Lady then juge You by this, 


Myne eaſe, and how my Caſe doth fall; 


For ſure betwene, my Life and his, 
No difference there is at all: 

His care was great ſo was bis payne 
And myne is not the leaſt of twayne- 
For what he felt in Service true, 

For her w'1om that he loved ſo; 
The ſame, ] feele as large for you, 
To who,m I doe my Service owe. 
There vas that time in him no payne, 


But n o the ſame, in me doth raigne. - 
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Which if you can compare and waye, 


And how I ſtand in every plight ; 


Thea this for you, I dare well ſay, 

Your Heart muſt needs remorſe of right, 
To grant Me grace and fo to do, 

As Chreſide then dyd Troylus to. 

For well I wot you are as good, 
And even as fayre as ever was ſhe; 
And Commen of as woorthey blood, 
And have in you as large pitie. 
To tender me your owne true Man, 
As ſhe did him her Servant than. 

Which gyft J pray God for my ſake, 
Full ſoone and ſhortly you me Send ; 
So ſhall you make my Sorowes lake, 

So ſhall you bring my wo to end. 
And ſet me in as happy Caſe 
As Troylus with his Lady was. 


To leade a Virtuous and honeſt Lyfe. 


2 from the preaſe and dwell with ſooth faſtneſs, 
Suffiſe to thee thy good thought be Small; 

For horde hath hate, and clyming fickleneſs, 

Prayſe hath Envy, and weale is blynde in all: 

Favour no more than thee behove ſnall, 

Reade well thy ſelf, that others well canſt reade, 
And Trouth ſhall thee deliver, it is no dreade. 


t 


Payne thee not eche crodked to redreſſe, 
In hoape of her that turneth as à Ball; 
Great reſt ſtandeth in little Buſineſſe, 
Beware alſo to ſpurne againſt a Nall. 
Strive not as doth a Crocke againſt a Wall, 
Deme fyrſt thy felf, that demeſt others dede ; 
And Truth ſhall thee deliver, it is no drede. 


That 
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That thee is ſent, receive it in buxomneſſe, 
The wreſtling of this World asketh a fall, 
Here is home, here is but wilderneſſe, 

Fourth Pilgrime, fourth beaſt out of thy Stall, 
Look up on hye, give thanks to God of all, 
Weane well thy luſt, and honeſt lyfe aye leade, 
So trouth ſhall thee deliver, it is no dreade. 


The wounded 3 determineth to 1 Suite to 
to his Lad for his recure. 


Glace Mars fyrſt moved Warre, or ſtyrred Men to 
(Stryfe, 


Was never ſeen ſo fierce a fight, I ſcarſe could ſcape with 


(lyfe : 
Reſiſt ſo long I dy'd, till death approach'd ſo nye, 


To fave my {elf 1 thought it beſt with ſpede away to 


(flye. 
In daunger ſtill I fled, by flight I thought to *ſcape 
From my deare Foe, it vayled not, alas it was to 


(late. 

For Venus from her Campe brought Cupide with his 
( brande 

Who ſayde now vielde,or els Deſyre,Chaſe thee in every 
(Lande 

Yet would I not ſtreight yelde, till fanſy fiercely 

( Stroke, 

Who from my will did cut the raines and charged me 
(with his Yoke 

Thea all the Dayes and Nightes mine Eare might here 

( the Sounde 

What carefull Sighs my my Hert wolde ſtele, to feele it 
(ſelf ſo bound. 


For though within my breaſt, thy Care I work (he ſayd) 


(diſplayde ? 
"Mac Alas! 


Why for good Will didſt thou beholde her percing Eye 


7 
oy” 1 * 
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Alas! the fiſh-is caught through bayte that hydes the 


( hooke, 
Even ſo her Eye me trayned hath, and tangled with 
| (her looke. 
But, - ere that it be long, my Heart thou ſhalt be 
( fayne, 


To ſtay my life, pray her forth throw ſweet lookes when 
(I complayn: 
When that ſhe ſhall deny, to do me that good 
: ( turoe, 
Then ſhall ſhee ſee to aſhes. -gray, by flames ny dy 
(burne. 
Deſert of blame to her, no wight may yet impute, 
For fear of Nay 1 never ſought, the way to ha” my | 
ute: 
Yet ug? that what hap ſhall, delay I may to is 
Aſſay I ſhall, tor I heare fay, the ſtill Man oft hath | 
Te (wrong. | 


"the Loder ſhewing of the continual paines that a. 
byde within his Breaſt, determineth to Dye be- | 


cauſe he cannot have redreſſe. | | 


HE doleful Bell that ſtill doth ring 

The wofull knell of all my joyes, 
The wretched Hart doth pierce and wring, 
And filles myne Eare with deadly 3 85 


3 hungry Viper in my Breſt | 
That on my Hart doth lye and gnawe; 
Doth daily brede my new unreſt, 

And dieper lighes doth cauſe me drawe. 


And though I force both hande and Tye, 
On pleaſant matter to attende; | 
My Sorowes to deceive thereby, 

Aud wretched lyte, for to amende. 
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Yet goeth the Myll within my Fart, 
Which grindeth nought but payne and Wo; 
And turneth all my joy to ſmart, | 
The Evil corne it yeldeth ſo. 


Though Yenus ſmyle with yelding Eyes, 
And ſweete Muſik doth play and ſing; 
Yer doth my Sprites feele none of theſe, 
The Clarke doth at myne Eare fo ring. 


As ſinalleſt- Sparks uncared for, 
To greateſt flames do ſoneſt grow; 
Even ſo did this mine inward-ſore, 
Begin in Game, and end in woe. 


And now by uſe ſo ſwift it goeth, | 
That nothing can mine Eares fo fill; ; 
But that the Clacke it over goeth, 

And plucketh me back into the Mill. 


But ſince the Mill will nedes about, 
The Pinner whereon the Wheele doth goe; 


I will aſſay to ſtrike it out, 
And ſo the Mill to over throw. 


The power of love over Gads themſelfes. 


FS R Love Appollo (his Godhead ſet aſide) 
Was ſervant to the King of Theſſaly, - 
Whoſe daughter was ſo pleaſant in his Eye, m_ 
That both his harpe — pſaltry he defyde, 

And bagpipe ſalace of the rurall bride, 

Did puffe and blow, and on the hoites hye, 

His Cattell kept with that rude Melody. 

And oft eke him that doth the Heavens gide, 
Hath love transformed to ſhapes for him to baſe ; 
Tranſmuted thus, ſometime a ſwan is he, 

Leda to coy and eft Europe to pleaſe. 


A milde white bull unwrinckled front and face 
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Suffreth her play till on his back leapt ſhe; 


The promiſe of a conſtant lover. 


Whom in great care he ferieth through the ſeas, 
S Lawrell leaves that ceaſe not to be grene 
From parching Summer, nor yet from Winter's 


= | - | | | (threte; 
= As hardened Oke that feareth no Sworde ſo kene; 
| As flint for toole in twaine that will not frete: 

| As faſt as rocke, or piller ſurely ſet ; 

So faſt am I to you, and ay have been, 
Aſſuredly whom I cannot forget; 

For joy, for payne, for torment nor for tene; 
For loſſe for gayne for frowning nor for thret ; 


But ever one, yea both in Calme, and blaſt. 
Your faithfull friende, and will be to my taſt. 


— 


"4 


Againſt bim that ' Bad Slandered a Gentlewoman 
| with himſelfe. 


pak may be, and by the powers above. 
Never have he good ſpeed or luck in love 
That ſo canlie, or ſpot the worthy fame 

Of her from whom thou Rart to blame. 

For chaſt Diana that hunted {till the Chace. 
And all her Maids that ſue her in the Race, 
With fair bowes bent, and arrows by their ſide, 
Can ſay that thou in this haſt falſly lyde : 

For never hang the bowe upon the Wall 

Of Diane's Temple, No nor Never ſhall. 

Of broken Chaſte the facred vow to Spot, 

Of her whom thou doſt charge fo large I wot. 
But if ought be whereof her blame may riſe, 

It is in that ſhe did not well adviſe x 
To mark thee right, as now ſhe doth thee know 
Falſe of thy deed, falſe of thy talk alſo; 
Lurker of kind, like ſerpent laid to bite, 

And poyſon hid under the Sugar white. 
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What danger ſuch ? ſo was the houſe Defiled 

Of Collatine, ſo was the beguiled beguiled. 

So ſmarted ſhe, and by a traiterous force 

The Carthage queen, ſo ſhe forbid her corſe. 

So ſtrangled was the Rhodopeian Mayde, 

Fye traytour fye, to thy Shame be it ſayde : 

Thou dunghil Crow, that crock'ſt agaiuſt the Rain, 
Home to thy hole, brag not with Phebe again; 
Carrion for thee, and lothſome be thy voice 

Thy Song is foul, I weary of thy Noiſe ; 

Thy black feathers, which are thy wearing weed 
Wet them with tears and ſorrow for thy deed ; 

And in dark Caves, where irkeſome wormes do crepe, 
Lurk thou all day, and fly when thou ſhouldſt ſlepe, 


'And never light where living thing hath Life, 


But eat and drink, where ſtink and filth is rife, 
For ſhe that in a Fowl of Feathers bright, 

Admit She took ſome pleaſure in thy fight ; 1 
As fowle of State ſome times delight to take | 


Fowle of mean ſort, their flight with them to make, 


For play of Wing, or ſolace of that kind 
Bat not in ſort, as thou doſt break thy mind 
Not for to tread with ſuch foul Fowl as thou. 
No, No, I ſwear, and dare it here avow, _ 


Thou never ſetſt thy foot with in her Neſt, 


Boaſt not ſo broad, then to thine own unreſt; 
But bluſh for ſhame, for in thy face it ſtands, 
And thou canſt not unſpot it with thy hands: 
For all the Heavens againſt thee Record beare, 
And all on Earth, againſt thee eke will Sweare. 
That thou in this, art even none other Man 
But as the judges, were to Suſan than ; 

Forgers of that whereto their luſt them prickt 
Baſhe blaſer thou, the truth hath thee convict : 
And ſhe a Woman of her worthy fame 
Unſpotted ſtands, and thou haſt caught the Shame : 
And there I pray to God that it may reſt, 

Falſe as thou art, as falſe as is the beſt - 


N4 1 That 
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That ſo canſt wrong, the Noble kind of Man, 
In whom all truth firſt flouriſh'd and began. 
And ſo bath ſtand, till now thy wretched part 
Hath ſpotted. us, of whoſe kind one thou art, 
That all the ſhame, that ever roſe or May 

Of ſhameful deed, on thee may light I ſay. 

And on thy kind, and this | wiſh thee rather 
That all thy ſeed, , may like be to their father; 
Untrue as thou, and forgers as thou art, 

So as all we be blame leſs of thy part: 

And of thy deeds, and thus 1 do thee leave 

Still to be falſe, and falſely to deceive. 


A praiſe of Maiſtreſſe R. 


I Heard when fame with thundring Voice did ſummon 

(to appear 

The chief of Nature's Children all that kind hath ng 

ere. 

To view what brute by virtue got their lives *. juſtly 
crave; 

And bad them ew what praiſe by truth they worthy 

(ere to have: 

Wherewith 8 Venus came and put her = in 

lace, 

And gave her Ladies leave at large to ſtand and e c 
| (their Caſe: 

Each One was called by name a row, in that afſembly 

there, 

That hence are gone or bere remains, in Court or other 

| (where: 

A ſolemn ſi lence was proclaim'd, the Judges ſat _ 

cheard 

What truth could tell, or craft could fain, and who 
c ſhould be prefer'd: 

Then Beauty ſlept before the bar, whoſe breſt and neck 

(as bare, 

With hair truſt up, and on her head a Caul of Gold ſhe 

| ( ware. 

Thus 


A r 
«>... 
n 
(3 * 


Thus Copids thralles began th flock, whoſe hungry Eyes 
(did ſay, 


That ſhe had ſtained all the Dames, that preſent were 
(that day. 

For ere ſlie ſpake with whiſpering words, the praiſe was 
fild throughout, 

And fancy forced common voice, thereat ro = a 
out. 

Which cried to fame take forth thy trump, and found 
her praiſe on hy, 


That glads the heart of every wight, that her beholds 


| with Eye. 

What ſtir and rule ( quod order than) do theſe rude 

(people make ? 

We hold her beſt that ſhall deer yr a praiſe for 7 

ake. 

This Sentence was no ſooner ol but beauty on 

The noiſe did ceaſe, the hal was ſtill and Fe thing _ 

(h 
Then finenefs thought by training talk to win that 3 — 
loſt 
And whet her Tongue with jolly words, and ſpared for 
; (no coſt; 

Yet wantoneſſe could not abide, but broke her tale t. 
Tha 

And peeviſh pride for Peacocks plumes would needs be 

(hieſt plaſt. 

And therewithal came curiouſneſſe and cn nt of 

ame, 

The Audience laught to hear the ſtrife, as they beheld 

- __ (the fame. 

Yet reaſon ſoon appeasd the brute, her reverence made 

(and done, 

She purchaſed favour for to ſpeak, and thus her tale 

( begun. 

Since bounty ſhall the Garland wear, and crowned be 

( by fame, 


O'happy judges call 20 28 oy ſhe deſerves the ſame. 
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Where temperance governs beauties flowers, and glory 
( is not ſought, 


And ſhamefaced meekneſſe maſtreth pride, and Virtue 


( dwells in thoght : 
Bid her come forth, and ſhew her face, or elſe ns each 
(one, 
That true report ſhall grave her Name in Gold or Marble- 
one 


For all the World to read at Will what worthyneſſe doth 


( reſt, 
In perfect pure unſpotted Life „which ſhe hath here 
(poſſeſt. 


Then Skill roſe up and ſought the praiſe, to find that if 


(he might, 
A Perſon of ſuch honeſt name, that Men ſhould ro 
right : 

This one I ſaw full ſadly ſit, and ſhrink her ſelfe a ſi 4 


Whoſe ſober looks did ſhew gifts her wively grace did 


(hide. 
Lo here ( quoth Skill, good people all) i is 1 
alive 
And ſhe ſhall moſt accepted be, that leaſt for ge did 
; ( ſtrive. 
No longer frame could hold her Peace, but blew a blaſt 
(ſo highe, 
- That made an Eccho in the Airy and ſounding reg 
| (the Skie; 
Thy voice was loud, and thus it ſaid, come ar with hap- 
py Days 
The honeſt Life hath won the fame, and crowned thee 
| (with praiſe, 
And when I heard my Maiſtres named, I thruſt * the 
throng 
Aud clapt my 158 and wiſht of God, that ſhe might 
N proſper 1 


of 


| : | * | | 
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Of one unjuſtly defaned. 


Ne can cloſe in ſhort and cunning Verſe, 

Thy worthy praiſe of bountie by deſart, 
The hatefull ſpite and ſlander to reheaſe; 

Of them that ſee, but know not what thou art. 
For kind by Craft hath wrought thee ſo to Eye, 
That no wight may thy Wit and Virtue Spye 
But he have other feel than outward ſide, 
The hack whereof doth hate and ſpight to trye: 
Thus kind by craft is let of Virtues light. 
She how the outward ſhew, the Wits may dull 
Not of the Wiſe, but as the moſt intend, 
Minerva yet might never pierce their Scull, 

That Circes Cup and Cupids brand hath blend, 
Whoſe fond affects now ſtirred have the brain 
So doth thy hap thy hue with colour ſtain, 
Beauty thy foe thy ſhape doubleth thy ſore, 
To hide thy wit, and ſhew thy Virtue vain ; 

Fell were thy Fate, if Wiſdom were not more. 
I mean by thee even G by name, 3 
Whom ſtormy Winds of Envy and diſdain, 

Do toſſe with boiſtrous blaſts of wicked fame; 
Where ſtedfaſtneſſe as chiefe in thee doth raigne. 
Patience thy Subtil mind doth guide and ſteere; 
Silence and ſhame with many reſteth there. 

Till Time thy Mother, lift them forth to call, 
Happy is he that may enjoy them all. 


Of the Death of the late Counteſſe of pee 


da once again my Muſe I pardon pray, 
Thine intermitted Song, if I repeate, 

Not in ſich wiſe, as when Love was my pay; 
My ſoyly wo, with joyfull verſe to trete. 

But now ( unthank to our defert be given, 
Which merit not, a Heavens gift to keep) 
Thou muſt with me bewaile that fate hath riven, 

From Earth a jewel laid in Earth to ſleepe. 


2 
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T* flickering Fame that flieth from Ear to Ear; 
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A jewel, yea a Gem of Woman head, „ 
Whoſe perfect Virtues linked as in Chain; 
So did adorn that humble wively bed, 
As is not rife to find the like again. 
For Wit and Learning framed to obey, 


Her Husbandes will that willed her to uſp, 


The Love he bare her chiefly as a ſtay; 
For all her Friends that would her furtherance chuſe. 
Well ſaid therefore a Heavens gift fhe was, | 
Becauſe the beſt are ſooneſt hence bereft, 
And though herſelfe to Heaven hence did pals ; 
Her ſpoil toEarth from whence it came ſhe left ; 
And to ys Tears her abſence to lament, 
And eke his Chance, that was her mate by Law; 
Whoſe loſs to loſe fo great an Ornament, 
Let them eſteem, which true loves knot can draw. 


That each thing is burt of it ſelfe. 


WW?! feareſt thou thy Outward foe, 
When thou thy ſelfe thy harm doſt feed 

Of griefe or hurt, of pain or Woe; | 
Within each things is ſowen the ſeed, 
So fine was never yet the GCloath, 


No Smith ſo hard his Iron did beat, 


But the one confumed was with Moth, 
The other with Canker all to frete. 
The kotty Oat and Wainfcot old, 


Within, doth eat the ſilly-worm, 


Even ſo a Mind in Envy rolld; 
Always within it ſelfe doth hurne. 


Thus every 1. that Nature wrought, 
Ife 


Within it ſelfe his hurt doth beare, 


No Outward harm need to be ſought, 


Where Enemies be within ſo near. 


Of the Choyſe of a Wife. 


© 4 


And aye her ſtrength increaſeth with her flig 
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Gives firſt the Cauſe why men do heare delight | 
Of thoſe whom ſhe doth Note for beauty bright: 

And with this fame that fleeth on ſo faſt, 

Fanſie doth hye, when reaſon makes no haſt. 

And yet not ſo content they wiſh to ſee 

And thereby know if fame have ſaid aright, 

More truſting to the tryal of their Eye, | 
Then to the brute that goes of any wight. 

Wiſe in that point that lightly will not live 
Unwiſe to ſeek that may them after grieve. 

Who knoweth not, how ſight may-Love allure 
And kindle in the heart a hot deſire? 

The eye to work that Fame could not procure, 
Of greater Cauſe there cometh hotter fire. 

For ere he wete himſelfe he feeleth warme 

The Fame and Eye the Cauſers of his harme. 

Let Fame not ma ke her known whom [ ſhall know, 
Nor yet mine Eye therein to be my guide, 
Sufficeth me that Virtue in her grow 

Whoſe ſimple Life her Father's Walls do hide. 
Content with this I leave the reſt to goe ö 
And in ſuch Choice ſhall: ſtand my wealth and woe. 


ow of an Ungodly W wid 7 


V 7 loves to live in peace ani marketh every 
(Change 
Shall bear ſuch news from time to time, as ſeem right 
(wondrous ſtrange, 
Such fraude in friendly looks, ſuch Friendſhip 105 for 
: aln, 
Such cloaked wrath in hateful heartes, as worldly Men 
(retain 
Such feigned flattrring faith, among both high and 
(lowe 
Such great deceit, ſuch ſubtil wits, the poor to * 3 
(vertbrow, 2 
SE” I 
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Such ſpite in ſugred tongues, ſuch malice full of pride, 
Such open wrong, ſuch great untruth, which 2 9 

(unſpyde. 
Such reſtleſs Sute for Rooms, which bringeth 10 to 
Such ſliding down from ſlippery ſeats, yet can we not 

| 5 | | . | ( beware, 
Such barking at the good, ſuch bolſtring of the ill. 
Such threatning of the wrath of God, ſuch ther 4 7 
(cced ſtill, 
Such ſtriving for the beſt, ſuch climbing to eſtate, 
Such great diſſembling every where, ſuch love all mixt 
| | (with hate, 
Such trains to trap the juſt, ſuch proving faults to pike, 
Such cruel Words for ſpeaking troth, whoever knew 
| | (the like ? 
Such ſtrife for ſtirring Strawes, ſuch diſcord daily 
| 3 | (wrought, 
Such forged tales dull wits to blind, ſuch matters made 
TY (of nought. 
Such Trifles told for truth, ſuch crediting pf Lies, 
Such ſilence kept when fools do ſpeak, ſuch laughing at 
| | | (the Wile. 
Such plenty made ſo ſcarce, ſuch crying for redreſſe, 
Such fcared Signes of our decay, which tongue dares not 
SEE | (expreſle, 
Such Changes lightly markt, ſuch troubles ſtill ap- 
| So (pears, 
Which never were before this time, no not this Jer, 


. | (years 
Such bribing for the Purſe, which ever gps for 
| | „ 5 ore 
Such hording up of worldly wealth, ſuch Keeping muck 
; | | | in ſtore 
Such folly found in age, ſuch will in tender youth, ; 
Such ſundry ſorts among great Clerks, and few that ſpeak 
1 „ . _ _ (the truth, 

Such falſhood under craft, and ſuch unſtedfaſt ways, 
Was never ſeen within Mens hearts, as is found now a 
3 ; - * 
The 
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The Cauſe and ground of this, is our unquiet Minde, 


Which thinks to take thoſe goods away, which we muſt 


| (leave behind. 
Why do Men ſeek to get which they cannot poſſeſs ? 


Or break their Sleeps with careful thoughts, and all for 


| ( (veretchedneſle ? 

Though One amonges a Score, hath Wealth and eaſe 

A thouſand want which toileth ſore, and travail 
And ſome although they ſleep, yet wealth falls _ | 
Thus ſome be rich and ſome be poor, as fortune 5 | 

Wherefore I hold him Wiſe, which thinks Gar — 

And is content in ſimple ſtate, both God and * 


| (pleaſe, 
For thoſe that live like Gods, and honour'd are to Day, 


Within ſhort time their glory falls, as flowres do fade 

| | ä 
Uncertain is their lives, on whom this world will 

(frowne, 

For though they ſit above the ſtars, a ſtorm will caſt them 

„ es 5 d udowu. 

In wealth who fears no fall, may ſlide from joyful lone; 

There is no thing ſo ſure on Earth, but changeth as the 

| | | (Moon. 

What pleaſure hath the rich, or eaſe more _ the 

. | poor, 

Although he have a pleaſant Houſe, his trouble is the 


| | 3 (more, 
They bow and ſpeak him fair, which ſeek to * his 

| | ; | | lood 
And ſome do wiſh his ſoul in hell, and all to have his 
| | good; 
The Coveting of the goods, doth nought but dull 2 
„ 5 (Spright. 
And ſome Men chance to taſt the ſower, that gropeth for 
(the * 

The 
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The rich is ſtill envied by thoſe which eatihis'Bread, 
"With fawning Speech and flattring Tales, his Ears are 

(daily fed; 
In fine 1 fee and prove the rich have: many bitter foes, 
'He'ſleepeth beſt and Careth leaſt that little 8 7 to 
loſe. 
As time requireth now, who would avoid much ſtrife, 
Were better live in poor Eſtates, than lead a Prince's 
life 
To paſs thoſe troublefome times I ſee but little . 
But help to wail with thoſe that weep, and laugh when 
| ( they rejoice. 
For as we ſee to Day our Brother brought in- Care, 
To Morrow may we have ſuch Chance, to fall with him 
c (in ſnare. 
Of this we may be ſure, who thinks to ſit moſt faſt, 
8 ſhall ſooneſt fall like withered: Leafs, that cannot bide a 


(blaſt; 
Though that the flood be great, the Ebbe-as we doth 
runne, 
When every Man hath played his part, our pageant will 
(be done. 
Who truſts this wretched world, I hold him worſe then 
0 Madde, 
Here is not one that feareth God, the belt | is . 5 

a 
for thoſe that ſeem as Laints, are Devils in their 
(Deeds, 
Though that the Earth brings forth ſome flowers it 
( beareth many weeds. 


I ſee-no preſent help from Miſchiefe to prevail, 
But flee the ſeas of worldly Care or bear a quiet fail. 
For who that medleth leaſt, ſhall ſave . 
mart 
Who ſtirrs an Oar in every boat ſhall play a 7 
part. 


«The 


py xa Ld * 


Io live in pain, joy ſhall I never. 
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The deſpairing Lover Jamenteth. 


W the Path of penſive Thought 
I askt my Heart how came this woe, 
Thine Eye ( qouth he) this care me brought, 
Thy mind, thy Wit, thy Will alſoe, 
Enforceth me to Love her ever, 
This is the Cauſe joy ſhall 1 never, 
And as I walke as one diſmaide, 


Thinking that wrong, this woe we lent, _ 


Right ſent me Word, by wrath which ſaid, 
This juſt judgment to thee is ſent, _ 
Never to die but dying ever 
Till breath the fail, joy ſhalt thou never; 
Sith right doth judge this wo to eadure 
Of health, of Wealth, of remedy, 
As I have done, ſo be ſhe ſure 
Of faith and truth until I die, | 
And as this paine Cloke ſhall I ever, 
So inwardly. joy, ſhall I never. 
Gryping of gripes grieve not ſo ſore, 
Nor ſerpents{Sting cauſeth ſuch ſmart, 
Nothing on Earth may pain me more, 
Then ſight that pierced my wofull Heart ; 
Drowned with Cares ſtill perſevere, 
Come Death betimes, joy ſhall I never. 
O liberty! why doſt thou ſwerve 
And ſteal away thus all at onece, 
And I in Priſon like to ſtarve, 
For lack of food to gnaw on bones. 
My hope and truſt in thee was ever. 
Now thou art gone, joy ſhall I never! 
But ſtill as one all deſperate, - 
To lead my Life ia Miſery, 
Sith fear from hope hath lockt the Gate, 
Where pity ſhould grant remed _- 
Diſpair this Lot aſſigns me ever 


* The 
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The "200 ek bis Service te be acrepted, and 


his defaults PINE: 


Pc that ſometime ſerved Cep halus 
With heart as true as any lows no ; 
Yet her betide in loving his unright. 
That as in heart with love ſurpriſed thus, 

She one Day to ſee this Cephalns, 
Where he was wont to ſhrowd him in the ſhade _ 
When of his hunting he an End had made; | 
Within the Woods with dreadful foot foorth . 
So buſily love in her it walketh; 

That ſhe t aſe him, may her not reſtraine, 

This Cephalis that heard one ſhake the leaves, 
Upriſt all eager thirſting after prey, | 

With dart in Hand him liſt to farther dayne, 

To ſee his love, but flew her in the greaves, 
That meant to him but perfect love alway. 

So Curious been alas the rites all, 

Of mighty love, that unnethes may j thinke, | 

In his high ſervice how to look or winke 
Thus I complain that wretched am of all! 

To you my Love and ſovereign Lady dear, 

That may my Heart with death or Life ſteer, 

As ye beſt liſt, that ye vonchſafe in all; 

Mine humble ſervice, and if me misfall 

By Negligence, or elſe for lack of Wit, 

That of your Mercy you do pardon it; | 
And think that Love made Procrin ſhake the leafes, 
When with unrigbt ſhe Slain was in the greaves. 


Deſcription and priſe of his Love. 


Ike the Phznix, a Bird moſt rare in fi ht, 
That nature hath with gold and purle dreſt; 
Such ſhe me ſeems in whom I moſt delight, 

If 1 —— ſpeak for envy at the leaſt. 


| Nature 


„ . og OR 3, PS 
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Nature I think firſt wrought her in deſpight, 
Of Roſe and Lilly that ſummer bringeth firſt, 
ln beauty ſare exceeding all the reſt; 
Under the bent of her brows juſtly pight, 
As Diamonds or Sapphires at the leaſt, | 
Her gliſtring lights the darkneſs of the Night, 
Whoſe little Mouth and Chin like all the reſt ; 
Her rnddy lips exceed the Coral quite, 
Her Ivory teeth where none exceeds the reſt, 
Faultleſs ſhe is from foot into the Waſt; 
Her Body ſmail, and ſtraight as Maſt upright, 
Her Armes long in full proportion caſt, 
Her Hands depaiut with veines all blew and White : 
What ſhall I ſay for that is not in fight ? | 
The hidden parts I judge them by the reſt, „ 
And if I was the foreman of the Queſt, 5 
To give a Verdict of her beauty bright, 
Forgive me Phæbus thou ſhouldft be diſpoſſeſt; 
Which doth uſurp my Ladies place of right, 
Here will 1 ceaſe leaſt envy Canſe deſpight, 
But Nature when ſhe wrought ſo fair a Wight 
In this her Work ſhe ſurely did intend | 
To frame a thing that God could not amend, 


The Lover declareth his pains to exceed far the pains 4 
0 77 he 4. | f : 


FH E Souls that lacked Grace 
Which lie in bitter pain, 
Are not in ſuch a place, 
As fooliſh folke do faine; 
Tormeated all with fire, 

And boyle in led again, 
With Serpents full of Ire 
Stung oft with deadly pain 
Thea Caſt in frozen pits, 
To freeſe there certain hours, 
And for their painful fits 
Appointed tormentours. 
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No, No! it is not ſo, ot | 
Their Sorrow is not ſuch, 


And yet they have of Woe, 
I dare ſay twice as much; 


Which comes becauſe they lack 


The ſight of the Godhead, 
And be from that kept back, 
Wherewith are Angels fed. 
This thing know 1 by love, 
Through abſence cruelty, 
Which makes me for to prove 
Hell pain before I dye. 
There is no Tongue can tell 
My thouſand part of Care, 
There may no fire in Hell, 
With my deſire Compare; 
No boiling Led can paſs 
My ſcalding Sighes in heat, 


Nor ſnake that ever was, 
With ſtinging can fo fret, 


A true and tender heart, 

As my thoughts daily doe, 

So that I know but ſmart, | 

And that which longs thereto, 
O Cupid Venus's Son, - „„ 

As thou haſt ſhewed thy might, 

And haſt this conqueſt won, 

Now end the ſame aright ; 

And as I am thy Slave, 

Contented with all this, 

So help me ſoon to have 

My perfect Earthly bliſs. 


Of the Death of Sir Thomas Wyat the Elder. 


12 dead ! he lives, that whilome lived here, 


Among the dead, that quick goes on the ground, 
Though he be dead, yet doth he quick appeare; 


* 


* 
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By lively Name, that death cannot confound, 
His lyfe for ay of Fame the trump ſhall ſound; 


Though he be dead, yet lives he here alive, 
Thus can no death from Miate life deprive. 


That length of Time conſumeth all things. 


HAT harder is then ſtone, what more than Wa- 
| ( ter ſoft ? 
Yet with ſoft Water drops, hard ſtones be pierced oft. 
What gives ſo ſtrong impulſe. 
That Stone ney, may withſtand ? 
What gives more weak repulſe 
Than Water preſt with hand ? 
Yet weak though Water be, 
It koloweth hardeſt flint, 
By proof whereof we ſee, 
Time gives the greateſt dint. 


The beginning of the 4 of Penelope to Ulyſſes, 


. made into Verſe. 


O Lingring make Ulyſſes dear, thy Wife lo ſends to 


( thee, 

Her driry plaint, write not again, but come thy = to 
„ | | me, 
Our hateful ſcourge that Woman's foe proud Troy is now 
( fordon ; 
We buy it dear, though Priam lain, and all his King- 
(dom won. 
O that the raging ſurges great that Leachers bane had 
| ( wrovght 
When firſt with Ship he furrowed Seas, and 1 
ä 5 ſought, 
la deſert bed by ſhivering Coarſe then ſhonld not have 
| | | ( ſought reſt, 
Nor take in griefe the cheerful ſun ſo ſlowly * 3 
| | - | (Weit. 


O 3 And 
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And whiles I caſt long running Nights, how beſt I might 


( beevile, 


No diſtaf ſhould my Widowiſh hand have weary _— = 

while: 

When dread I not more dangers great then are c vor 
| ea 

Love is a careful thing (god wot) and paſſing full of 

(read. 


The Lover asketh pardon of his paſſed folly in 


de. 


you that in play peruſe my plaint, and read in ruine 


| (the ſmart, 
Which in niy Youth with fi ghes full cold, I harboured in 
(my Heart. 

Know ye that love in that frail age drave me to that di- 
(ſtreſſe, 


When I was halfe another Man, then I am now to gueſſe. 


Then for this work of wavering Words, where I now 
.- (rage now rue; 
Toſt in the toys of troublous love as care or _— 
grew. 
I truſt with you that loves affairs, by proof have = in 
Ure 
Not only pardon in my plaint, but pity to procure : : 
For now I wot that in the World a Wonder have! be, 
And where to long love made me blind, to late ſhame 
makes me ſee: 
Thus of my fault ſhame is the fruit, and for my youth 
( thus paſt, 
Repentance i is my recompence, and thus I learn at laſt 
Look what the World hath moſt in price, as ſure i 75 to 
( keep, 
As is the dream which fancy drives, whiles ſenſe and rea- 
| ( lon ſleep. 


The 


« 
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The Lover ſheweth that he was firieſtew by Love on 
Good-Friday. 


I is the day on which the Sun deprived of his Light, 
To rew Chriſt's death and his Courſe gave place unto 
(the Night. 

When l amid mine Eaſe did fall to ſuch diſtempred fits, 
That for the face that hath my Heart, I was vere 4 
LU Wis 
I had the bait, the hook and all, and wilt not "OY pre- 
tence 
But farde as One that feard no ill, nor forſt for no de- 
( fence. 
Thus dwelling i in. moſt quiet ſtate, I fell into this plight, 
And that day gan my ſecret Sighes, when all folk wept 
(in ſight. 
For Love that viewed me void of Care, approacht to 
( take his prey, 
And ſtept by Stealth from Eye to Heart, ſo open lay the 
(Way. 
And ſtrait at Eyes brake out in Tears ſo ſalt, they did 
(declare, 
By token of their bitter taſt that they were forgde of Care, 


Now vaunt thee Love which fleeſt a Maid defend what 
(virtues are, 


And wounded haſt a wight unwiſe, unweap »2n'd and un- 


— 
0 „ 
Fl 


( ware. 


The lover deſcribeth his hole Eſtate u. unto his Love, 
and promiſing her his faithful good Will, or reth 
Himſelſe of her Elis. 


F* HE ſun when he hath ſpread: his Tais, 
And ſhewd his face ten thouſand ways; 
Ten thouſand things do then begin, 

To ſhew the Life that they are in. 
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The Heaven ſhews lively art and hue, 
Of ſundry ſhapes and Collours new, 
And laughes upon the Earth anone, 
The Earthas cold as any Stone ; 
Wet in the Tears of her own kind, 
*Gins then to take a joyful Mind. 5 
For well ſhe feels that out and out, 
The fun doth warm her round about; 
And drys her Children tenderly, 
And ſhews them forth full orderly. 
The Mountains high and how they ſtand, 
The Vallies and the great main land; 
The Trees the herbs the Towers ſtrong, 
The Caſtles and the Rivers long: | 
And even for joy thus of this heat 
She ſheweth forth her pleaſures great; 
And ſleeps no more but ſendeth forth, 
Her Clergions her own dear worth. 
To mount and fly up to the Air, 
Where then they ſing in Order fair; 
And tell in ſong full merrily, 
How they have ſlept full quietly, 
That night about their Mother ſides, 
And when they have Song more beſides, 
Then fall they to their Mothers breſts, 
Where elſe they feed or take their reſts. 
The hunter then ſounds ont his horn, | 
And rangeth ſtrait through wood and Corn: 
On Hills then ſhew the Ewe and Lambe, 
And every young One with his Damme; 
L Then lovers walk and tell their tale, 
$3 Both of their bliſs and of their bale ; 4 
I And how they ſerve and how they doe, „ 
And how their Ladie loves them to; | ” 
Then tune the Birds their Harmony, 
Then flock the fowls in company ; 
7 * Then every thing doth pleaſure find, 
© In that that comforts all their kind; 
No dreams do drench them of the Night, 
Of foes that wagld them ſlay or bite. 
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As hounds to hunt them at the taile, 

Or Men force them through hill and dale; 
The Sheep then dreams not of the Wolfe, 
The Shipman forces not the Gulphez; 
The Lambs thinks not the Butchers knife, 
Should then bereave him of his Life ; 

For when the Sun doth once run in, 

Then all their gladneſs doth begin 

And then they skip, and then they play, 
So falls their Sadneſs then away : 

And thus all things have comforting, 
In that that doth them comfort bring ; 
Save I, alas! whom neither Sun, 

Nor ought that God hath wrought and done, 
May comfort ought, as though I were 

A thing not made for comfort here; 

For being abſent from your ſight, 

Which are my joy and whole delight; 

My Comfort and my pleaſure to, 

How can I joy, how ſhould I doe; 

May ſick Men laugh that rore with pain? 
Joy they in Song that that doe complain? 
Are Martyrs in their torments glad? 

Doe pleaſure pleaſe them that are Man? 
Then how may I in comfort be, 

That lack the thing ſhould comfort me ; 

The blind Man oft that lacks his Sight, 
Complains not moſt the lack of Light; 

But thoſe that knew their perfectneſs, 

And then doe miſs their bliſsfuineſs; 

In Martirs tunes they ſing and Wail, 

The want of that which doth them fail; 
And hereof comes that in my braines, 

So many fancies works my pains ; 

For when I waight your Worthineſſe, 

Your Wiſdom and your Gentleneſſe, 

Your Virtues and your ſundry grace, 

And mind the Countenance of your face; 
And how that you are She alone, 

To whom I muſt both plain and mone; "a1 | 
| Whom” 
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Whom I doe love, and muſt do. ſtil], 
Whom I embrace and ay ſo will; 
To ſerve and Pleaſe you as I can, 
As may a Wofull faithful Man; 
And nd my ſelfe ſo far you fro, 
| God knows what torment and what wo; : 
My rufull heart doth then embrace, 
The blood then changeth in my face; 
My ſinews dull in dumps I ſtand, 
No Life I feel in Foot or Hand 
As pale as any Clout and Dead, 

Lo ſuddenly the blood ore ſpread ; 
And gone again it nill ſo bide, 
And thus from Life to death I ſlide; 
As cold ſometimes as any Stone, 
And then again as hot anone ; 
Thus comes and goes my ſundry fits, 
To give me ſundry ſorts of Wits ; 
Till that a Sigh becomes my friend, 
And then to all this Wo doth end; | 
And ſure, I think, that ſigh doth runn x 
From me to you, where as you won; 
For well I find it eaſeth me, 
And certes much it pleaſeth me ; 
To think that it doth come to you, 
As would to God, it could fo do; 
For then l know you would ſoon find, 
By ſent and favour of the Wind; 
That even a Martyr's ſight it is, 
Whoſe joy you are, and his bliſſe; 
His comfort and his pleaſure eke, 
And even the ſame that he doth ſeek; 
The ſame that he doth wiſh and Crave, 
The ſame that he doth truſt to have, 
To tender you in all he may, 
And all your likings to obey; 
As far as in his power ſhall lye, 
Till Peath ſhall Dart him for to Die; 
But we'l away mine own molt beſt, * 


My joy, my comfort, and my reſt x 


The 


n a: 1 r oY EE UP 


mot rot Sw Sm ie in ES Fas: 


SONGES and SONETTES. 203 
The Cauſer of my Wo and ſmart, ; 
And yet the pleaſer of my heart; | 
And ſhe that on the Earth above, 
Is even the worthieſt for to love, : 
Hear now my plaint, hear now my Woe, . 
Hear now his pain that loves you fo; 
And if your Heart do pity bear, 
Pitie the Cauſe that you ſhall hear; 
A doleful foe in all this doubt, 
Who leaves me not, but ſeek me out; 
Of wretched form and lothſome face, 
While I ſtand in this Woful Caſe ; 
Comes forth and takes me by the Hand, 
And ſays, Friend heark and underſtand , 
I ſce well by thy port and chere, | 
And by thy looks and thy Mannere, 
And by thy Sadneſs as thou goeſt | 
And by the Sighs that thou out throweſt, | 
That thou art ſtuffed full of Wo, 
The Cauſe, I think, 1 doe well know; 
A fantaſar thou art of ſome, | 
By whom thy Wits are overcome; 
But haſt thou read old Pamphlets oft, 
Or haſt thou known how Books have taught? 
That love doth uſe to ſuch as thou, 
When they doe think them ſafe enow ; 
And certain of their Ladies grace, 
Haſt thou not ſeen oft times the Caſe? 
That ſuddenly their hap hath turn'd, 
As things in flame confume and burnde; 
Some by deceit forſaken right. 
Some likewiſe changed of fanſie light 
And ſome by abſence ſoon fargot _ 
The Lots in Love, Why, knoweſt thou not ? 
And tho? that She be now thine own, 
And knows thee well, as may be known, 
And thinks thee to be ſuch an One, 
As ſhe likes beſt to be her owne ; 
Thinks thou that others have not grace; 
To ſhew and plain their woful caſe? 
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And chuſe her for their Lady now, 

And ſwear her troth as well as thou; 

And what if ſhe do alter mind? 
Where is the Love that thou wouPſt find! ? 
Abſence my friend works wonders oft, 
Now brings full low that lay full Loft, 
Now turns the Mind, Now to, now fro, 
And where art thou, if it was ſo? 

If abſence ( quod 1) be maryellous, 

I find her — ſo dangerous; 

For ſhe may not remove me fro, 

The poor good Will that J do owe 

To her, whom uaneth I love and ſhall, 
And choſen have above them all, 

To ſerve and be her own as far, 

As any man may offer her ; 

And will her ſerve, and will her love, 
And lowly as it ſhall behove, 

And die her own, if fate be ſo, 

Thus ſhall my Heart, nay part her thro” , 
And Witneſle ſhall my good will be, 

That abſence takes her not from Me; DEP 
But that my love-doth ſtill increaſe, * 
To mind her ſtill and never ceaſe; 

And what J feel to be in me, 

The ſame good will, I thlak, hath ſhe 3 

As firm and faſt to biden ay, 

Till Death depart us both away; 

And as I have my tale thus told, 

Steps unto me with Countenance bold; 

A ſtedfaſt Friend, a Counſellour, 

And named is hope m my Comforter; 

And ſtoutly then he ſpeaks and ſays, 
Thou haſt ſaid Troth with ſhouten nates 
For I aſſure the Even by Oath, | 
And thereon take my Hand and troth ; 
That ſhe is one the Worthieſt, 

The trueft and the faithfulleſt, | 
The gentleſt and the meekeſt of Mind, 
That here on Earth à man may find 
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And if that Love and Truth were gone, 

In her it might be found alone; 

For in her Mind no thought there is, 

But how ſhe may be true, I wis, | 

And tenders thee, and all thy heal, 

And wiſheth both thy health and weal, 
And loves thee even as far forth than 

As any Woman may a Man; 

And is thine own, and ſo ſhe ſais, 

And cares for thee ten thouſand ways; 

On thee ſhe ſpeaks, on thee ſhe thinks, 
With thee ſhe Eats, with thee ſhe Drinks, 
With thee ſhe talks, with thee ſhe Mones, 
With thee ſhe ſighs, with thee ſhe groanes, 
With thee ſhe ſays, farwel mine own, | 
When thou, God knoweſt, full far at gone, 
And even to tell thee all aright, | 
To thee ſhe ſays full oft, good Night; 
And names thee oft her own moſt dear, 
Her comfort weal and all her Cheer; 

And tells her pillow all the Tale 

How thou haſt done her wo and Bale; 
And how ſhe longs and plains for thee, 
And ſays, Why art thou ſo from me? 

Am I not ſhe that loves thee beſt ? 

Do I not wiſh thine Eaſe and reſt ? 

Seek I not how I may thee pleaſe ? 

Why art thou then ſo from thine eaſe ? 

If I be ſhe for whom thou careſt, 

For whom in torments ſo thou fareſt ; 

Alas! thou knoweſt to find me here, 

Where J remain thine moſt dear; | 
Thine own moſt true, thine own moſt juſt, 
Thine own that loves thee ſtill, and muſt 
Thine own that Cares alone for thee, 

As thou, I think, doſt care for me; 

And even the Woman, ſhe alone 

That is full bent ro be thine owne. 


What wilt thou more, what canſt thou crave, 


Since ſhe is as thou wouldſt her have ? 
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Lo! here my truth, and ſervice juſt 3 
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Then ſet this drivel out of Dore, 
Tbat in thy Brains ſuch tales doth poure; 
Of abſence and of changes ſtrange, - 
Send him to thoſe that uſe to Change; 
For ſhe is none, I thee a vow, 

And well thou mayſt believe me now ; 
Whea hope hath thus his reaſon ſaid, 
Lord, how I feel me wella paid; 

A new blood then o're ſpreads my bones, 
That all in joy I ſtand at ones; 

My hand I throw to Heaven above, 

And humbly thank the God of Love; 
That of his grace I ſhoald beſtow 

My love ſo well, as I it owe; 


And all the Planets as they ſtand, 


I thank them to with Heart and Hand ; 
That their Aſpects ſo friendly were, 
That I ſhould ſo my good will beare; 

To you that are the worthieſt, 

The faireſt, and the Gentileſt, 


And beſt can ſay, and beſt can do, 
That longes, me thinks, a Woman to ; rod 
And therefore are moſt worthy far, 


To be beloved as you are; 
And ſays hope in all his tale, 
Whereby he eaſeth all my baile ; 


That he doth ſpeak or ſay of you. 


For [ believe, and think it true, 7 
And thus contented, lo! I ſtand, | \ 


With what, that hope bears me in hand; 
That I am yours, and ſhall ſo be, ©: 
Which hope I keep full fureia me; 


As he that all my comfort is, 


On you alone which are my bliſs; 

My pleaſure chiefe which moſt I find, 

And turn the whole joy of my Mind; 

And fhall ſo be until the death _ | 
Shall make me yield up life and breath: . 
Thus good my own, lo! here my truſt, 


Lo! 
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Lo! in what Caſe for youl ſtand, | 
Lo! how you have me in your hand; | 
And if you can requite a Man, 
Requite me as you find me than. 


Of the troubled Commonwealth reſtored to quiet by 
the Mighty Power of God, © 


H E ſecret flame that made of Troy ſo hot, 

Long did it lurk within the Wooden horſe: 
The Machine huge Trojans ſuſpected not, 

The Guiles of Greeks, nor of their hidden force: 

Till in their Beds their armed foes them met, 

And flew them there, and Trey on fire ſet; 


Then roſe the roar of Treaſon round about, 
And Children cold of Treafon call and err 
Wives wrung their hands, the whole fierd town . 

5 8 Out, 

When that they ſaw their husbands ſlain them by, 
And to the Gods, and to the Skies they ſhright 
Vengeance to take for treaſon of that Night, 
Then was the Name of Sinon ſpread and blowne, 
And whereunto his filed tale did tende, 

The ſecret ſtates and meetings then were known ; 
Of Trojan Traitours tending to this End, 

And every Man could fay as in that Caſe, 
Treaſon in Anbenor and efmas; 
But all to long, ſuch wiſdom was in Store, 

To late came out the name of traitour than 

When that their King the altar lay before, 

Slain there alas, that worthy Noble man; 

Ilium on flame, the Matrons crying out, | 
And all the ſtreets, and ftreames of blood about. 


But ſuch was fate, and ſuch was ſimple truſt, 
That King and all ſhould thus to ruine run, 
For if our Stories certain be and juſt, | 
There were that ſaw ſuch miſchief ſhould be done, 


- 


And 
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And warning gave, which counted were ia ſort, 

As ſaid Divines in matter but of ſport. 5 
Such was the time, and ſo in ſtate it ſtood, 

Troy trembled not, careleſſe were the Men, 

They brake the Walls, they tookt his Horſe for good ; 
Thee deem'd Greeks gone, they thought all ſuretie 
| n than 
When treaſon ſtarts, and ſet the town on fire, DG 
And ſtroyed Trojans, and gave Greeks their deſire. 


Like to our time, wherein hath broken out 
The hidden harm that we ſuſpected leaſt, | 
Wombed within our Walls and Realm about; 

As Greeks in Troy were in the Greekiſh beaſt, 
Whoſe tempeſt great of harmes, and of Arme 
We thought not on, till it did noiſe our harmes. 


Then felt we well the piller of our wealth, 
How ſore it ſhoke, then ſaw we even at hand, 
Ruine how ſhe ruſht to confound our helth, 
Our Realme and us with force of Mighty hand, 
And then we heard how treaſon loud did rore, 
Mine is the rule, and raigne I will therefore. 


Of treaſon marke the nature and the kind, 
A face it beares of all humilitie, _ 
Truth is the cloke and friendſhip of the minde, 
And depe it goes, and worketh ſecretly, 
Like to a Mine, that crepes ſo nigh the Wall, 
Till out breakes ſulphure, and oreturneth all. 


But he on hie that ſecretly beholdes 
The ſtate of things, and times hath in his hande, - 
And pluckes in plages, and them again unfoldes, 
And hath appointed realmes, to fall and ſtand; 
He in the midſt of all this ſturre and route, 
Van bend his browes, and move himſelf about. 


As 


** 
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As who ſhould ſay, and are ye minded ſo? 
And thus to thoſe, and whom you know I love. 
Am! ſuch One, as none of you doe know? 

Or know you not that I fit here above, 
And my Hands, doe hold your Wealth and wo, 
To raſe you now, to over throw, 1 


Then thinke that I, as I, have ſet you all, 
In places where your honours lay, and fame, 
So now my ſelfe ſhall give you eche your fall 
here eche of you, ſhall have your worthy ſhame, 
And in their handes1 will your fall ſhall be, 
Whoſe fall in yours you ſought ſo ſore to ſee, 


Whoſe Wiſdome hie as he the ſame for ſaw, 
So it is wrought, ſuch lo! his juſtice is, 
He is the Lord of Man and of his law, 
Praiſe thcrefore now his mighty name in this, 
And make accompt that this our caſe doth ſtande 
AS Iſrael free from wicked Pharao's hand. 


The lover to his Lowe having forſaken him, and 
 betaken her ſelfe to an other. 


HE birde that ſometime built within my 
(bred 
And there as then chiefe ſuccour did receive; | 
Hath now elſewhere, built her another neſt, 
And of the Old hath taken quite her leaue. 
Io you my oſte that harbour mine old gueſt, 
Of ſuch a one, as I can now conceive. ETD 
Sith that in change her choiſe doth chief conſiſt, 
The Hauk may check, that now comes fair to fiſt, 
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The lower Sheweth that in di; bling his 1 
openly he keepeth ſecret bis ecret Ao Will. 


N OT like a God came Jupiter to woo, 
When he the faire Europa Sought unto 

An other forme his godly wiſdome toke, 

Such in effect, as writeth Ovide's boke, 

As on the earth no living wight can tell, 

That mighty Jove did love the queene ſo well. 
For had he come ia golden garments bright, 

Or ſo as Men mought have ſtar'd on the fight; 
Spred had it bene, both through earth and aire, 
That Jove had loven the Lady Europa fair. 

And then had ſome bene angry at the heart, 
And ſome againe as jewels for their part. 

Both which to ſtop, this gentle god toke minde, 
To ſhape himſelfe into a brutiſh kinde ; 

To ſuch a kinde as hid what ſtate he was, ; 
And yet did bring him, what he ſought to palſe. | 
To both their joyes, to both their comfort ſone, - 
Though knowen to none, till all the TONE was ores 5 
In which attempt, if I the like aſſa ,, 
To you, to whom, I do my ſelfe bewray : 

Let ir ſuffice that 1 do ſeke to be, 

8 counted yours, and yet for. to be he. 


The Lover Jiſceived by bis lose repenteth. him of 
true Love he bare Her. 


1 That Uliſſes yeres have ſpent 
1 To finde Penelope, 

Finde well that toly I have ment 

To ſeke that was not fo, ©  » 
Since Troylus caſe hath cauſed me, 
1 Creſſed for to go, 


And 


— 
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And to bewaile Vl;ſes truth, | 

In ſeas and ſtormy Skies, | | 

Of Wanton will and raging Youth, 

Which me have toſſed fore, 

From Scylla to Caribdis clives, 

Upon the drowning Shore. | 

Where I ſought haven, there found I hap, 

From danger unto Death, 

Much like the Mouſe that treades the trap 

In hope to finde her foode, 

And bites the bread that ſtops her breth, - . 
So in like Caſe I ſtoode. . | 5 
Till now repentance haſted him, 

To further Me ſo faſt, 

That where I ſanke there now I ſwimme, 

And have both ſtreame and winde, 

And luck as good if it may laſt, 

As any Man may finde. 3 

That where periſhed, ſafe ] paſſe, 

And finde no peril there, * _ 

But ſtedy ſtone, no ground of glaſſe, 

Now am [I ſure to ſave, | 

And not to flete from feare to feare, 

Such Anker hold I have. 


De Lowr having enjoyed his Love humbly thanks 
eth the God of Love, and avowing his heart 
onely to her faithfully promiſeth utterly to for- 
fake all other. 


TAO Copid God of Love, whom Yenur thralles 
| (do ſerve 


I yelde thee thankes upon my knees, as thou doſt well 

| | „ ( 

By the my wiſhed joyes have ſhaken off diſpaire, 

And all my ſtorming dayes be paſt, and wether 7 
By the I have received a thouſand times more joy _ 

Then eyer Paris did poſſeſſe, when Helen 1 in 

roy. 
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By the have I that hope, for which I long'd fo ſore, 
And when I thinke u pon the ſame, my heart doth leape 
( therefore. 
By the my heavy doubts and trembling feares are fled, 
And now my Wits that troubled wer, with plefant 
(thoughts are fed: 
For dread is benifht clene, wherein I ſtood full oft, 
And doubt to ſpeak that lay full low, is HI ow 
Alort, 
Wich armes beſpred abrode with opende 7 and 
8 | ( heart, 
I ah enjoyed the fruites of hope, reward for all my 
(Smart, 
The ſeale and ſigne of loue, the key of trouth od 
69 
The pledge of pure good will have [, which makes the 
. _ (lovers luſt. 
Sach grace ſi ſins J have founde, to one, I me betake, 
Tue reſt of Venus darlinges all, utterly forſake; 
And to performe this vow, I bid my Eyes beware, 
That they no . do ſalute, nor on their wy ok 
are. 
My Wits I warne ye an, from this time 1 1 7 O_ 
(heed, 
That ye no wanton toies deviſe, my fanſies __ . 
| (tede. 
My Eares be ye ſhut op, and heare no woman's voice, 
That may procure me once to ſmile, or make my hart 
(rejoice. 
My feet full low be ye, and lame when ye ſhould 
(move, 
To bring my body any ares to ſeek another love : 
Let all the gods above, and wicked Spirits below, 
Aud every wight in earth accuſe, and curſe me where! 


(Soe. 


If I do falſe my faith, in any point ar Caſe, | 
A ſedea vengeance fall on me, I aske no better grace; 
Away then ſily ryme, preſent mine earneſt faith, 
Uato my Lady where ſhe j 15, and mark thou apy - 
( alt 
And 
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And if ſhe wellcome thee, and lay thee in her lap, 
Spring thou for joy, thy Maiſter hath, his moſt defired 


Chap. 


Totus Mundus in Maligno Poſitns. 


(es we may, much is awiſle, 
Hope is me gone to have redrelſe, 
Theſe daies ben ill, nothing ſure is, 
Kinde hart is wrapt in heavineſſe. 
The ſterne is broke, the ſaile is rent, 
The ſhip is givea to winde and wave, 
All helpe is gone, the rocke preſent, 
That will be loſt, what man can ſave. 
Thinges hard, therefore are now refuſed, 
Labour in youth is thought but vain, 
Duty by (will not) is excuſed, | 
Remove the Stop, the way is plaine.” 
Learning is lewde, and held a Foole, 
Wiſdome is ſhent, counted to rale, 
Reaſon is baniſht out of ſchole, 
The blinde is bold, and wordes prevaile. 
Power without care ſlepeth at eaſe, 
Will without law, runneth where he liſt, 
Might without Mercy cannot pleaſe, 
A wiſe Man faith not had I wilt. 
When power lackes care and forceth not, 
When Care is feble and may not, 1 5 
When Might is flothful and will not, 
Weedes my grow where good herbs cannot. 
Take wrong away, law needeth not, 
For law to wrong is bridle and pain; 
Take feare away, Law booteth not, 
Io ſtrive againſt ſtreame, it is but valine. 
Will is witty, brain ſick is wiſe, 
Trouth is folly; and Might is right, 
Wordes is reaſon, and reaſon is lies, 
The bad is good, darkneſs is light. 
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Wrong to redreſſe Wiſdom dare not, | 
Hardy is happy, and ruleth moſt, 

Wilfull is witleſſe, and careth not, 
Which end go firſt, till all be loſt. 

Few right do love, and wrong refuſe, 

Pleaſure is ſought in every State, 
Liking is luſt, there is no chuſe, 
The low give to the high checke mate. 

Order is broke, in thinges of weight, 
Meaſure and mean who doth not flee, 
Two thinges prevaile, mony and flight, 
To ſeme is better than to be. 

The boule is round, and doth down lide, 
Eche one thruſteth, none doth uphold, 
A fall failes not, where blinde is guide, 

The ſtay is gone, who can him hold ? 

Folly and falſhod prateth apace, 


Trouth under buſhel is faine to crepe, 


Flattery is treble, Pride ſings the baſe, 
The meane the beſt part, ſcant doth pepe. 

This fiery plage, the world infectes, 

To Vertue and trouth it gives no reſt, 
Men's hartes are burnde with ſundry ſectes, 
And to eche Man, his way is beſt. y 
With flodes and ſtormes thus be we toſt, 
Awake, good Lord, to thee we Cry, 

Our Ship is almoſt ſonk and loſt, 

Thy Mercy help, our Miſery. | 

Man's ſtrength is weake, man's wit is dull, 
Man's reaſon is blinde, theſe thinges t'amend, 
Thy hand (O Lord) of Might is full, 
Awake betyme, and help us ſend. 

In thee we truft, and in no wighhgtt. 
Save us as Chicken, under the Hen, . 
Our Crookedneſs, thou caſt make right, ge 
Glory to thee, for aye, Amen. | 


* - 
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The Wife trade of fe. 


D O all your dedes by good advyſe, 
Caſt in your minde alway the Ende ; : 
Wit bought is of to deare a price, 

The tryed truſt, and take as frende. 

For frendes l find there be but two, 

Of Countenance, and of effect 

Of th' one ſort there are ynowe, 

But few been of the tother Sea. 

Beware alſo the Venome ſwete, 

Of crafty Wordes and flattery; : 

For to deceive they be moſt meet, 

That beſt can play hypocriſie. 
Let Wiſdome rule your dede and thought, 
So ſhall your workes be wiſely wrought. 


That * Mordes ſhew Wiſc 2] one, and worke 


much eb: 


77 H O lyſt to leade a quiet Iyfe, _ 
Who lyſt to ryde themſelves from Neyie, 


Give Eare to Me, and marke what I ſay, 
Remember well, beare i It away. 

Hold backe thy tong at Meate and Meale, 
Speak but few Wordes, beſtow them well; 
By Wordes the Wiſe thou ſhalt leſpye, 
By Wordes a foole ſoon ſhalt thou trye, 
A wiſe man can his Tongue make ceaſe, 
A foole can never hold his peace. . 
Wha loveth reſt, of Wordes beware, 
Who loveth Wordes, i is ſure of Care. 
For Wordes oft many have been ſhear, 
For ſylence kept, none hath repent, 
Two Eares one Tong, only thou haſt, 
Mo thinges to heare, than Wordes to walk. 
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A foole in wiſe can forbeare, 

He hath two tongs, and but one Hare; 
Be ſure thou keep a ſtedfaſt Brayne, 

Leſt that thy Wordes put thee to payne; 
Wordes wiſely ſet are worth much golde, 
The price of raſnneſs is ſoon tolde; 

If tyme requre Wordes to be had, 

To hold thy peace I count thee Mad ; 
Talke only of needful verities, * 


Strive not for trifling fantaſies; 


With ſoberneſle the truth bolt out, 
Affirme No thing, wherein is doute; 
Who to this Lore, will take good heede, 
And ſpend No Mo Words, than he need, 
Though he be a foole and have no bray ne, 
Yet ſhall he a Name of Wiſdom gayne. 


Speake while time is, or hold thee ſtil), 


Wordes out of time, do off things ſpill; 


Say well, and do well, are things twayne, 


Twice bleſt is he in whom both raygne. 


| The complaint of a hot Woer delayed with dont: 


full Colde annſweres. 


A Kind of Coal is as men ſay, 
Which have aſſayed the ſame, 

That in the fyre, will waſt away, 
And -outward caſt no flame. 

Uato my ſelfe may I compare, 
Theſe Coales, that ſo conſume. 


Where nought is ſeen, though Men 8 late, 


Inſtead of flame but fume. | 
They fay alſo to make them burne, 
Cold water muſt be Caſt, 458 


Or elſe to aſhes, they will turne, 


And half to finder e,, 9700 3 


As this is wonder for to ſee, 


Cold Water warm the fyre, 


So bath your Coldneſs cauſed Me, 


To burne in my — 


And 
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And as this Water cold of kinde, 
Can Cauſe both heat and Cold; 
And can theſe Coales both break and bynde, 
I Toburnasl have told; 
So can your tong of frozen yce, 
From whence cold Anſwers come, 
Both coole the fyre, and fyre entice, 
To burn me all and fomez; 
Lyke to the Corne that ſtands on ſtacke, 
Which mowen in Winter ſunne, 
Full fayre without, within is black, 
Such heate therein doth runue ; * 
By force of fire this Water Colde, 
Hath bred to burne within, 
Even ſo am l thet heate doth holde, 
Which cold did firſt begin. 
Which heat is ſtynt, when I do trie, 
Io have ſome eaſe ſometime; 
But flame a freſhe I do revive, 
Whereby I cauſe to clyme : 
Inſtede of ſmoke a ſighing breath, 
With Sparks of Sprinkled Teares, 
That I ſhould live this living Death, 
Which waſtes and never weares. 


The Aunſwer were, 


b N borrowed meane to move your Mone, of fume 
 (withouten flame, 
Being fet from Smithy ſmoakeing Coales, * ſeeme ſo 


| ( by the ſame. 

To ſhew what ſuch Coals, uſe hath taught, by ſuch as 
(have aſſayde 

As I, that moſt do wiſhiyou well, Und fr 0 


( appayde. 
That you hare ſuch a leſſen learnde, how eyther to Mayn- 


tayne, 
Vour freedome of unkindled Coale, unheaped all in 
( vaine 3 - 


Or 
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Or how moſt fraitfully to frame, with worthy Work- 


(man's art, 
That cunning piece may paſs: therefro, by help of hea- 
( ted Heart; 
Out of the Forge, wherein the Fumes of Sighes does 
(mount aloft, 
That argues preſent force of fire, to make the 1775 
oft 

To yield unto the hammer hed, as beſt the en | 
ikes 
That the yron glowing after blaſt in time and temper 
( ſtrikes z 


Wherein the uſe of Water i is, as you do ſeem to ſay, 


To quench no flame ne hinder heate ne yet to waſte a- 


( way; 
But that which better is for you, and more delighteth me, 


To ſave you from the Sodeyne waſt, vain Cynder-like 
to be; 


Which laſting better ykes | in love, as you your ſemble 


( plye 
Then doth the heaven blaſe, that flames and fie by 
and by : 
Sith then you know each uſe, wherein our cole may be 
(applyde, 
Either to lye and laſt on horde, inopen ayre to byde, 
Without en uſe to gather, fat by falling of the raynes, 
That makes the pitchy juyce, to grow, by ſoking in his 
(vaines. 
Or lye on furnace in the forge, as is his uſe of right, 
Wherein the Water trough may ſerve, and enter yeld e 
( her wight; 
By work of Smiths both hands and head, a er 
to make, 
Or other piece as Cauſe mall crave, and bid him . 
(take; 
Do as you deme moſt fit to do, and whereupon may grow 
1 JF to Ae as I 0 joy 25 joy ful ele to . 
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An 
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An Epitaph made by W. G. lying on his death bed, 


tobe ſet upon hys owne tombe. 


1 here lyeth G. under the grounde, 
— Among the greedy wormes, | 
Which in his life tyme never ſound 
But ſtrife and ſturdy ſtormes. 
And namely through a wicked Wyfe, 
As to the world appeares, n 
She was the ſhortning of his Life, 
By many days and yeares; | 
He might have lived long god wot, * 
His yeeres they were full young, 
Of wicked Wives, this is the Lot 
To kill with Spitefull tongue; 
Whoſe Memory ſhall ſtill remayne 
In writing here with me, | 
That men may know, whom ſhe hath flayne, 
And ſay this ſame is ſhe. _ 


n Aunſwere. EY 


FF that thy wicked Wyfe had ſpnn the thread, 
And were the Weaver of thy woe, 
Thou art then double happy to be dead, 
As happely diſpatched fo; 
If rage dyd Cauſſeſſe Cauſe thee to complayne, 
And made Mode, Mover of thy Mone, 
If frenſy forced, on thy teſty brayne, 
Then bleſt is ſhe, to live alone. 
So whether were the grounds of others griefe, 
Becauſe ſo doubtful, was the dome, 
Now death hath brought your payne a right reliefe, 
And bleſſed be ye both become: | 
She that ſhe lives no longer bound to beare 
The rule of ſuch a froward head, 
That thou liveſt no longer fayne to feare, 
Ihe reſtleſs ramp, that thon haſt wed ; 
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Be thou as glad therefore that thou art gone, 
As ſhe is glad ſhe doth abide, 
For ſo ye be a ſunder, all is one, 

A badder Match cannot be untyde. 


En Epitaph of Maiſter Henrye Williams. 


P*= worldly wo, the End of Misbeliefe, 
From cauſe of Care that leadeth to lament, 
From vayne delights the ground of greater griefe, 
From fear for frendes, from matter to repent: 
From painfull pangs laſt ſorrow that is ſeat, 
From dread of death, fith death doth ſet us free, 
With it the better pleaſed, ſhould we be. 
This lothſome life, where lyking we do finde, 
The *ncreaſer of our Crimes doth us bereve, 
Our bliſs that alway ought to be in miade, 
This wily World, whiles here we breath alive. 
And fleſh our fained fo, do ſtifly ſtrive, 
To flatter us, aſſuring here the joy, 
Where we alas, do find but great annoy. 
Untold heapes, though we have of worldly wealth, 
Though we poſſeſs the ſea and fruitful ground 


Strength, beauty, knowledge, and unharmed health, 


Though at a Wiſh, all pleaſure doth abound, 
It were but vaine, no friendſhip can be founde, 
When death aſſaulteh with his dreadful darte, 
No raunſome can ſtay the home haſting harte. 
Aud ſith thou cut the lyves-line in twayne, 
Of Henry, Son to Sir John Williams Knight, 
Whoſe manly hart and prowes none could ſtayne, 
Whoſe godly lyfe to vertue, was our Light, 
Whoſe worthy fame ſhall flouriſh long by right, 
Thou in this lyfe ſo cruel mighteſt thou be, 
His ſprite in heaven, ſhall tryumph over thee. 


8 : | : Anot her 
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Another of the ſame, 


8 gentle friend that paſſeſt by, 
And learne the lore that leadeth all, 
From whence we come witli haſt to hye, 
To lyue, to dye, to ſtand, to fall: | 
And learne that ſtrength and luſty age, 
That wealth, and want of worldly wo, 
Cannot with ſtand the mighty rage 
Of Death, our beſt unwelcome fo: AY 
For hopefull youth, had hight me health 
My luſt to laſt, till time to dye, 
And fortune found my Virtue wealth, 
But yet for all that here I lye. 
Learne alſo this, to eaſe thy Mynde 3 
When death on Corps, hath wrought his Spight; 
A tyme of tryumph ſhalt thou finde 
With me to Scorn him in delight. 
For One day ſhall we mete again, 
Mauger death's dart, in Lyfe to dwell; 
Then will i thank thee for thy payne, 
Now marke my wordes and fare thou well. 


Againſt Women eyther good or bad. 


A may live thryſe Neſter's Lyfe, 

Thryſe wander out Ulyſſes race, 
Yet never finde Ul ſſes Wyfe, CE 

Such Change hath Channced in this Caſe, 
Leſſe age will ſerve then Paris had, | 

Small Peya (if none be ſmall ynough ) 
To finde good Store of Helex's trade, 4 
Such Sapp, the root doth yield the bough ; 
For One good Wife, Ulyſſes Slew, OR. 
A worthy knott of gentle blood; 

For one ill Wite Greece overthrew 
The Town of Troy, {ith bad and good; 

Bring Miſchief, Lord let be thy will 
To keep me free from either ill. 
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Such Change is Chaunced in this Caſe. 


2 An | anſwere, 


T HE Vertue of Uhſſes Wyfe, 

Doth live though She hath ceaſt her race, 
And far ſurmounts old Neſtor's Iyfe; © 
But now in more than then it was, 


Ladies now live in other trade, 
Farre other Helene's now we ee, 
Than She whom Trojan Paris had. 

As Vertue fedes the roote, ſo be 

The Sap and boughe, of root and tree. 
Ulyſſes rage, not his good Wyfe 
Spilt gentle blood. Not Helen's face, 
But Paris Eye, did rayſe the Strife, 
That did the Trojan buylding raze; 
Thus ſith ne good, ne bad do yll: 
Them all, O Lord Maintaine my Will, 


To Serve with all my force, and Shall. 


| Againſt a gentle Woman by whom he was re- 


fiſed. 


O faſe report and flying fame, - 
Whyleſt my mynde gave Credit light, 
Believing that her bolſtred Name, 
Had ſtuffe to ſhew that praiſe did hight. 
I find well now I did miſtake, 
Upon report my grounde to make. 
heard it ſaid ſuch One was ſhe, 
As rare to finde as paragon, 
Of lowly cheere of heart ſo free, 
As her for bountie could paſſe none. - 
Such One was faire, though form and face 
Were mean to paſs in ſecond place. 
I fought it neare and thinking to find 
Report and deed both to agree, ö 
But Chaunge had tried her ſuttle minde, 


Of force I was enforced to ſee, | 
F | , That 
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That ſhe indede was nothing ſo, 

Which made my Will my heart forego : 
For ſhe is ſuch, as geaſon none, 

And what ſhe moſt, may boaſt to be; 

I find her Matches more than one, 

What nede ſhe ſo, to deale with me? 

Ha flyering face, with ſcornful hart, 

So ill rewarded for good deſart? 

l will repent that 1 have done, 

To end ſo well the loſſe is ſmall; 

Tloſt her love, that leſſe hath wonne, 

To vaunt ſhe had me as her thrall; 

What though a gyllot ſent that Note ? 

By Cocke and Pye, I meant it not. 


The Anſwere. 


YO fanſy forced firſt to love, 
Now frenzy forceth for to hate, 

Whoſe Minde erſt madneſs gan to move, 
Inconſtance cauſeth to abate. 

No Mynde of Meane, but heate of brayne, 

Bred light love, like heate agayne. 

What hurdle your hart in fo greate heate, 

Fanſy forced by fained fame, 

Belyke that ſhe was light to geat, 

For if that Virtue, and good Name, 

Moved your Minde, why changed your Will, 

Sith Vith Virtue the cauſe abideth ſtill ? 
Such fame reported her to be, 

As rare it were. to find her peer, 

For Vertues and for honeſtie, 

For her free heart, and lowly cheere ; 

This laud had lyed, if you had ſped, ' 

And fame been falſe, that hathe been ſpred. 
Sith ſhe hath ſo kept her good Name, 

Such praiſe of Life and gifts of grace, 

As brute ſelfe blaſteth for to blame, 

Such fame as Fame fears to deface. 


You 


N 9 
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You ſilander not but make it plain, 
That you blame brute, of brutiſh train, 
If you have found it looking neere, 
Not as you took the brute to be, 
Belyke you ment by lowly cheere, 
Bountie and heart, that you call free : 
But lewd lightneſſe eaſy to frame, 
To winne your Will againſt her Name. 
Nay ſne may deme your deeming lo, 
A mark of Madneſſe in his kinde, 
Such cauſeth not, good Name to go, 
As your fond folly ſought to finde. 
For brute of kind, bent ill to blaſe, 
Alway ſaith ill, but forced by cauſe. 

The Mo there be, ſuch as is ſne, 
More ſhould be gods thanks for his grace, 
The more is her joy it to ſee; 

Good ſhould by geaſon earne no place, . 
Nor Number make nought, that is good, 


Your ſtrange luſting head wants a hood. . 


Her dealing grieveth you ( ſay ye) 
Beſides your labour lofl in vaine, 
Her dealing was not as we ſee; 
Sclander the end of your great pain. 
Ha lewd lying lips, and hateful hart, 
What canſt thou deſire in ſuch deſart ? 

Ye will repent, and right for done, 
Ye have a dede deſerving ſhame, 
From reaſons race far have ye runne, 
Hold your rayling, kepe your tong tame; 
Her love ye lye, ye loſt it not, 
Ye never loſt that ye never got. 
She 'reft ye not your liberty 
She vaunteth not ſhe had you thrall, 
If oft have done it, let it lye 
On rage, that reft you Wit and all, 
What though you Varlets tale do tell, 

By Cocke and Pye, you do it well. 


Tie 
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The Fs 8 to mouse h Se for doubt of 
deniall, accuſerh all N. omen f 8 5 dain and 
Fickleneſſe. | 


1 walk on doubtful N where danger is unſoen, 
Doth double Men that careleſſe be in deep 1 I 
Wwene; 
For as the blind doth fear, what footi ting he ſhall finde, 
So doth the wiſe before he ſpeake, miſtruſt the Stran- 
(gers Minde; 
For he that bluntly runs, may light among the Briars, 
And ſo he put into his Plunge, where Danger * ap- 
pears. 
The bird. that ſilly fool, doth warne us to beware, 
Who lighteth not on every buſh, he dreadeth 00 the 
| ſnare. 
The Mouſe that ſhuns the trap, doth ſhew what harm 
'__ (doth lye; 
Within the ſweet betraying bait that oft* _— the 
e. 
The fiſh avoids the hook, thougk hunger bids Him 
ite 
And hovereth till about the worme, whereon is his delite. 
If Birds and Beaſts can ſee, where their undoing lies, 
How ſhould a Miſchief ſcape our Heads that have 
(both wit and eyes? 
What madneſs may be be more, than plow the barren 
(Fielde ? 
Or any fruitfull words to ſow, to eares that are un- 
(wilde ? 
They heare, and then miſlike, they lyke, and then 
(they loathe; 
They hate, they love, they ſcorn, they praiſe, ye ſure 
(they can do both. 
we ſe what falles they have that climeon trees unknowne 
As they that truſt to rotten Bowes, muſt neede be over- 
; (throwne; 


1 


- 421 80 


eme 
* * 


1 R 
R * oy 
Fw _ 4 (8s © * a n 
* N TY * 2 . of 

* | 


* Wee 2 55 
„ go CE 
1 . N 7 
* r 
x 8 E Z 
* 1 
; — 


n 


** e N 

v * ww F-* 2 25 O 

e 
n n "wp =; 


Then for to plain where is no Salve, for to recure the 
\ | | © ++ + CIO08, 
Wherefore my griefe I hide within a hollow heart, 
Until the ſmoke thereof be ſpied, by flaming of the 


(Smart 
An Aunſwere, 


O troft the fained face, to rue on forced tears, 
| To credit finely forged tales, wherein there oft ap- 
| | (pears, 
And breathes as from the breſt, a ſmoke of ee 
| | OE | (ſmart, 
Where only lurks a deep deceit, within the hollow hart; 
Befrayes the ſimple foul, whom plain deceitleſs minde 
Taught not to feare that in itſelf, itſelf did -=_ 
: | = 3 (finde; 
Not every trickling teare doth argue inward paine, 


Not every Sighe doth ſurely ſnew the ſigher not to 


| (ta ne; 
Not every ſmoke doth prove a Preſence of the _ 
Not every gliſtring gives the Gold that greedy . 
a . ire; 
Not every wailing word is drawn out of the deep; 
Not griefe, for want of granted grace, enforceth all to 
- weep: 
Oft Malice makes the Mynde to ſhed the boyled bryne, 
And envies humourd oft unlade by conduites of the 
| (Eyen : 
Oft craft can cauſe the Man, to make a ſeeming ſhew, 
Of heart with dolour all diſtreynd, where Griefe did ne- 
I; ; (ver grow. 
As curſed Crocodile, moſt cruelly can tole 
With truthleſſe Teares unto his Death the filly 10 
| | 3 | | „[Soule. 
Blame never thoſe therefore, that wiſely can beware 
The guylefull Man, that ſutly ſaith, himſelf to dread 
1 | the ſnare: 
| ' Blams 
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His moving Eyen, his moving Wit, he curſeth hart and 
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Blame not the ſtopped Eares, againſt the Syrens Song: 
Blame not the Mind, not moved with Mone of falſhoods 
. (flowing Tong. 
If guyle do guide your Wit, by Silence ſo to ſpeak, 
By craft to crave and fain by fraude the Cauſe that 
. | (yon would break. 
Great harms your ſuttle Soul ſhall ſuffer for the ſame, 
And mighty love will wreak the wrong ſo cloathed 
(with his Name; 
But we, whom you have warnd, this leſſon learn by 
F | (y ou, 
To know the Tree before we clyme; to truſt no ro 
5 . (bow; 
To view the lymed buſh, to look afore we light; 
To ſhun the perillous baited hook, and uſe a urge 
h 5 | (light, 
As do the Moul, the Bird, the Fiſh, by lamps e; 
= ew, 


The Wily witts and gynnes of Men, do worke the ſim- 


| (ples wo, 
So ſimple ſithe we are, and you ſo ſubtle be, 


God help the Mouſe, the byrde, the Fiſh, and us your 
. 5 | (ſleightes to flee. 


The Louer Complaineth his faulte, that with un- 
gentle writing had diſpleaſed his Lady. 


| 1 wah love, how wayward is his wit ? what pangs do 


| | (pierce his breaſt ?' 
Whom thou to wait upon thy Will haſt reved of his 


| = (reſt. 

The light, the dark, the Sunne, the Moone, the Day 
T (and eke the Night: 
His daily dying like himſelfe, he hateth in de- 
5 (ſpight. 

Sith firſt he light to look on her that holdeth him in 
(Thrall, 


| (all. 
Qq2- From 
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From hungry hope to pyning fear, each hap doth hurl 


(his hart; 
From pangs of plaint to fits of fame, from aking into 
* (ſmart. 
Eche Moment ſo doth change his chear, not with re- 
(courſe of caſe, 
But with fierce ſortes of ſorrowes ſtill, he worketh as 
(the ſeas : 
Not turning winds, not calms, returned rule in mY 
W1 
As if their holds of hills uphurlde, they braſten ot 
c.̃to riſe; 
And puffe away the Power that is unto their King as 
(ſignde, 
To pay that ſi th theyr priſonment they deme to be 
(behinde. 
So doth the Paſſions long repreſt wythin the wofull 
(wight, 


Break down the bankes of all his witts, and out they 

guſhen quite, 

To reare uprores now they be free, from reaſons, rule, 

(and tay, 

And hedlong hales the unruly race, his quiet quite away. 
No meaſure hath he of his ruth, no reaſon in his rage, 

No bottom gronnd where ſtayes his griefe, thus wears 

(away his age. 

In wiſhing wants, in wailing woes, death doth he 1 

| (cal 

To bring releaſe, ben of reliefe he ſeeth no hope? 5 
a 

Thence comes that oft, in deep deſpair to riſe to a 

(late 

On heaven and heavenly lamps he layeth the fault of 

| (all his fate: 

On God and Gods decreed dome, crieth out with curſi ing 

(breath, 

Eche thing that Rove and ſaves him lyfe, he damneth 

(of his death. 


The 


* — 
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The wombe him bare, the breſts he ſuckt, each Star that 
(with their might 


Their ſecret ſuccour brought to bring the wretch to 
(worldly light. 


Ye that to his Souls peril is moſt haynous harme of 


(all, 
And craves the crueleſt revenge that may. toMan befall ; 


Her he blaſphemes, in whom it lyeth in preſent as ſhe 


(pleaſe, 


To damn him down to depth of hell, or plant in hea- 


a (vens eaſe. 
Such rage confleniud: my ſtrayned hart, to guyde the 
(unhappy hand 


That ſent unfiting blots to her on whom my lyfe doth 
(ſtand. 


But grant, O God, that he ſor. them may beare the 


. (worthy blame, 


Whom I doe i in my diepe diſtreſſe find guilty of the 
(ſame: 


Even that blind boy that blindly guides the Dauterers 
(to their fall, 


That laughs when they lament that he hath throwen 
tinto thrall. 

Or Lord ſave lowring lokes of her; what penance elſe 
(thou pleaſe, 

$o her contented will be wonne,I count it. all mine eaſe, 
And thou, on whom doth hang my will, with hart, 
(with ſoul, and care, 


With Iyfe, and all that Iyfe may have, of well or ol 
(fare 


Grant grace to him that grates therefore, with ſea of 
(Caltiſh brine, 

By extreme heat of boiling breſt, diftilled through his 
(eyene z 

And with thy fanſy render thou my fete to me agayne, 
That daily then we duly may employ a painleſſe payne. 
To yield and take the joy ful fruite that harty love _ 
(lend 


To them that mean by honeſt means to come to happy 


(end. 
Ge: a 
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* 


The lover wounded of Cupide, wiſhed be had rather 
i been ſtricken by Death. 


Lo an 


T HE blinded Boy that bends the bow 
Io make with dynt of double wound, 
The ſtouteſt ftate to ſtoupe and knowe, 
The cruel crait that I have found. 
With death I would had chopt a change, 
Io borrow as by bargaine made, 
Eche others ſhaft, when he did range, 
With reſtleſſe roving to invade. 
The enthralled myndes of ſimple wightes, 
Whoſe guilties ghoſtes deſerved not 
To feel ſuch fall of their delightes, 
Such pangs, as I have paſt, God wot. 
Then both in new unwonted wiſe, 
Should Death deſerve a better name, 
Not (as tofore hath been his guyſe) 
Ot crueltie, to bear the blame. 
But contrary be counted kinde, ; 
In lending Lyfe and ſparing ſpace, | 
For ſeke to ryſe, and ſeke to finde, +0 
Away to wiſh their weary race. 
To draw to ſome deſired end, 
Their long and lot hed ty me to ryd, 
And ſo to feel how like a friend, 
Before the bargaine made he did. 
And love ſhould either bring agayne, 
To wounded wightes, theyr owne deſyre; 2) 
A welcome end of pyning payne, | 
As doth their cauſe of ruth require, 
Or when he means the quiet Man 
A harme, to haſten him to griefe, 
A better dede he ſhould do than, 
With borrowed dart to geve reliefe. 
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That both the ſick well deme'n may, 

He brought me rightly my requeſt, 
And eke the ot her ſort may ſay, 
He wrought me truly for the beſt. 

So had not fancy forced me 
To bear a brunt of greater wo 
Then leaving ſuch a lyfe may be, 

The ground where only griefes do grow. 

Unlucky lyking lynkt my hart, 

In forged hoape and forced feare, 
That oft I wiſht the other dart, 
Had rather perced me as neare. 

A fained truſt, conſtrayned care, 
Moſt Ioth to lacke, moſt hard to fynde ; 
In ſunder ſo my judgment tare, 

That quite was quiet out of Mynde. 

Abſent in abſence of myne eaſe, 
Preſent in preſence of my payne, 

The woes of want did much diſpleaſe 
The ſighes I ſought did grieve agayne. 

Oft griefe that boyled in my breſt, | 
Hath fraught my face with ſaltiſn teares, 
Pronouncing proves of myne unreſt, 
Whereby my paſſed payne appears. 

My ſighes full often have ſupplied, | 
That fayne with woordes I would have ſayd 
My Voice was fiopt, my tong was tyed, 
My Wittes with wo wer over wayed. | 

With trembling foul and humble chere, 
Olt grated I for graunt of grace, 
On koape that bounty might be there, 
Where beauty had ſo pight her place. 

At length I found, that I did feare, 

How I had labourde all to loſſe; ; 
My ſelfe had been the Carpentere; 
That framed me the cruel croſſe. 

Of this to come, if dout alone, 
Though blent with truſt of better ſpede, 
So oft hath moved my Minde to Mone, 
So oft hath made my hart to blede. 
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1 Would I found not as I feele, 5 
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What ſhall I ſay of it indede, 


Now hope is gone, myne old releife, 


And I enforced all to feede 
Upon the fruites of bitter griefe. e 


Of W omens chaungeable Will. 


Such chaunging cheere of Womens Will, 
By fickle Slight of Fortunes whele, 5 
By kind or Cuſtum never ſtyll. 45 

So ſhould I find no fault to laye 
On fortune for theyr movyng ininde 
So ſhould I know no Cauſe to ſay, 
This Chaunge to Chaunce by Courſe of kynde; 
So ſhould not love ſo work my Wo, 
To make death Surgeon for my Sore; 
So ſhould theyr Wittes not wander ſo; 
So ſhouldI recke the leſſe therefore. 


The Lover complayneth the Loſſæ of his Lady. 
N Joy have I, but live in heavineſſe, 


My Dame of price bereft by Fortunes cruelneſſe; 
My hap is turn d to unhappineſſe; : . 


Unhappy I am, unleſs I find releſſe. 


My Paſtime paſt, my Youthlike yeres are gone ; 
My monthes of Myrth, my glyſtring dayes of Ts 

| RE 1 neſſe, 
My tymes of Tryumphe turned into Mone = 
Unkappy I am unleſſe I find releſſe. 1% 

My wonted wynde to Chaunt, my cherefull chaunce 


Doth ſigh, that Song ſometimes the balade of my leſſe; 


My Sobbes, my Sore, and Sorow do advance, 
Unhappy I am, unlefle I find releſſe. 

I mourne my Myrth, for Griefe that it is gone, 
I mourne my Myrth, whereof my muſing Mindfulneſſe, 
Is grounde of greater griefe that growes thereon, 
Unhappy Iam, unleſſe I fynde releſſe. 


: | | Ng 


f 


SONGES und SONETTES. 137 


No Joy have I; for fortune frowardly 
Hath bent her browes, hath put her hand to Cruelneſſe; 
Hath reſt my Dame, conſtrained me to crye N 
Unhappy I am unleſſe I fynde releſſe. N 


O the Golden Meane. 
HE wiſeſt ways thy boate in Wave and Wind to 


uye 
Is neither il the trade of middle Streams to vye, 4 : 
Ne (warely ſhunning wrecke by Weather) aye to nye, 
Io preſle uponperilous Shore. 
Both clenely flees he filth, ne wonnes a wretched Wight, 
In Caliſh Coate, and carefull Court aye thrall to Spyte, 
With Port of proude eſtate he-leves, who doth delite, 
Of golden Meane to hold the Lore. 
Stormes riefeſt rend the ſturd 7 ſtoute pine Apple tree, 
Of lofty ruing towers the falles the feller be, 
Moſt fierce doth lightning light, where furtheſt wee 00 
ee, 
The hilles the Valley to forth 
Well furniſht breſt to byde eche chaunſes ee 
(chere, 
In Woe hath chereſull hoape, i in weals hath 3 
feare 
One _— Fu Winter makes with lothfull * ap · 
eare, 
That can by courle the ſame — 5 
What if into myſhap thy caſe now caſten be? 
It forceth not ſuch fourme of lucke to laſt to thee ; 
Not alway bent is Phabus bowe, his harpe and 3 
| traſt Silver Sound ſometime doth ch 
In hardeſt hap uſe helpeof hardy hoapefull hart, 
Seme bolde to beare the front of fortune overthwart, 
Eke wiſely when fore winde too full breathes on thy part, 
Swage W Say le, and doubt decayes. 


The 
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The Praiſe of a true Friend. 
7 Hoſo that wiſely wayes the profite and the price 
y y Of thinges wherein delight by worth is wont to 
LEY ryſe, 
3 Shall find no Jewel is ſo riche, ne yet ſo rare, on” 
1 That with the frendly heart in value may compare. 
f What other welth to man by fortune may befall; 
But fortunes changed, chere may reve a man of all; 
A frend no wracke of Wealth, no cruel cauſe of Wo, 
Can force his frendly faith unfrendly to forgoe. 
If fortune frendly fawne, and lend the welthy Store, 
Thy frendes conjoy ned Joy doth make thy Joy the more: 
If frowardly ſhe enz and drive the to diſtreſſe, | 
His ayde releives thy ruthe, and makes thy ſorow leſſe, 
Thus fortunes pleaſant fruites by frendes encreaſed bee, 
The bitter, ſharpe, and ſower, by frendes alaide to thee, 
That when thou doeſt rejoyce, then doubled is thy Joy, 
And eke in Cauſe of Care, the leſs is thy anoy. 
Aloft if thou do live, as one appointed here, 
A ſtately part on Stage of Worldly State to beare, 
Thy freind, as only free from fraud. will thee adviſe, 
To reſt within the rule of mean, as do the wiſe. 
. Hee ſeeketh to foreſee the perill of thy fall; 
Hefindeth out thy faultes, and warnes thee of them all. 
Thee, not thy lucke, he loves, what ever be thy caſe, 
Hee is thy faithfull frend, and thee he doth embrace. 
If churliſn chere of chance have thrown 1 
| (thrall, 


6s ra fas KS wt wo cu 


: And that thy nede aske Aid for to releve thy fall: 
2 | In him thou ſecret truft aſſured art to have, 
4 And Succour not to ſeek, before that thou can crave. 
| Thus is thy freind ta thee, the comfort of thy Paine, 
The Staier of thy State, the doubler of thy gaine; 
In welth and wo thy frende, an other ſelfe to thee, 
= | Such Man to Man, a God the Proverb faith to bee. 
As welth will bring thee frendes in louring wo to prove, 


So wo ſhall yeld thee frendes in laughing welth to 1 5 . 
os ; | 5 it 
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With Wiſedom chuſe thy frende; with Virtue him re- 


7 - (tain: 
Lett Virtue be the ground, ſo ſhall it not be vaine. 


The Lover lamentet h other to have the Fruits of 
OME Men would think of right to have, 


his Service. 
g For their true meaning ſome reward: 
But while that I do Cry and Crave, 
I ſee that other be preferr'd. 
I gape for that I am debar'd: 
I fare as doth the Hound at Hatch, 
The worſe I ſpede, the longer I watch. 8 
My waſtfull Will is trye by Truſt, 
My fond fanſie is mine abuſe; 
For that I wo'd refraine my Luſt, 
For mine AvaileI cannot chuſe 
A Will, and yett no Power to Uſe : 
A Will no Will, by reaſon Juſt, 
Sins my Will is at others Luſt. 
They eate the hony, I hold the hyve; 
I ſow the Sede, they reap the Corne; 
I waſte, they winne; I draw, they drive; 
Theirs is the thank, mine is the Scorne; 
I ſeke, they ſpede: in Waſte my winde is worne; 
I gape, they get, and gredely I ſnatche, 
Till woorſeI ſpede, the longer I watche. 
I faſt, they fede; they Drink, I thurſt; 
They Laugh, I waile; they Joy, I mourne ; 
They gaine, I loſe, I have the worſt; 
They whole, I ſicke; they cold; I burne; 
They leape, IIye; they ſlepe, I toſſe and turne; 
I would, they may ; Icrave, they have at Will; 
That helpeth them; lo Cruelty doth me kill. 
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; of che Surtletic of crafty Lovers. 


Uch Waiward waies Have ſome when folly ſtires their 
(braines, 

To fain and plain full oft of love, when leſt they fele 
(his paines; 


And for to ſhew a griefe, ſuch Craft have they in Store, 


That they can halt, and lay: 'A Salve, whereas they fele 
(ao Sore: 
As hound unto the foot, or Jon unto the bow, 


So are they made to vent her ont, whom bent to Love 


(they know, 

That if I ſhould deſcribe one nts of their Drifts, 
Two hundred Wittes beſides mine own, [ ſhould putt to 
+62: 904445 + rear Bruttes : 


No Woodman better knowes how for to laden his Dere, 


Nor Shipman on the Sea that more hath Skill to guide 
LO (the Stere; 

Nor beaten dogge to wand can warer choſe game, 
Nor Scholeman to his fantaſie can a Scholler better 
(frame, 

Then one of theſe which bare old Ovi art inure, 
Can ſeeke the waies unto their minde, a Woman 7 al- 
ure. 

As round about a hyre the bees do ſwarme alway, 

So round about the houſe mn preſe wherein they ſeke 


; (their Pray: 


And whom they ſo beſt iege, it is a wonderous thing, 
What Crafty Engines- to aſſault theſe wily Warriers 
(bring: 


The Eye as Scout and Watch to ſtirre both to and fro, 


Doth ſerve to ſtale her here and there, where ſhe doth 


(come and goe; 


The tonge doth pleade for right, as Herauld of the hart; 
And both the hands, as Orators, do ſerve to Point their 
part: 
So ſhewes the Countenance then with theſe fowre to agree, 
As though in Witneſs with the reſt it would hers ſworn 


1 


But 


1 — oo ? 
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But if ſhe then miſtruſt, it would turne black to white; 

For that the Woorier lokes moſt ſmoth, when he would 
(lctaineſt bite, 

Then Wit, as Councellor, a help 95 this to finde, 

Straight makes the hand, as Secretair, forthwith to 
(write his minde: 

And ſo the Letters ſtraight Embaſſadours are made, 

To treate in haſte for to procure her to a better Trade; ; 

Wherein if ſhe do think all this is but a ſhewe, 

Or but a ſubtile Maſking Cloke to hide a Crafty Shrewe. 

Then come they to the Larme, then ſhewe they 1 1 the 

elde: 


Then muſter they in Colours ſtrange, that waies to 


(make her yielde: : 

Then ſhoote they batry off, then Compaſſe they her in: 

At tilt and turney oft they ſtrive this filly Soul to 

(winne ; 

Then ſound they on their lutes, then ſtrain they forth 

(their Song, 

Then, rumble they with Inſtruments to lay her e 

(alon 

Then borde they her with Giftes, then do they woo —_ 
(watch; 

Then Night and Day they labour hard this ſi = hold 
(to catch, 


As Pathes within a Wood, or turnes within a Maſe, 


So then they owe of Wiles and Craftes they can a 
(thouſand waies. 


Of the Vanity f Mans Life. 


Yam is the fleeting welth” 
Whereon the World ſtaies, 
With ſtalking time by privy Stelth 


Encrocheth on our dayes. 


And elde which creepeth faiſt, 
To taint us with her Wounde, 
Will turne eche bliſſe unto a blaſt, 
Which laſteth but a Staunde. 
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Of Youth the luſty floure, | 


Which Wilome ſtode in Price, 


Shall Vaniſh quite within an houre, 
As Fire conſumes the Ice. 

Where is become that Wight, 
For whoſe Sake Troy Towne | 
Withſtode the Grekes till ten Yeres fight 
Had rasde their Walls adowne. 

Did not the Wormes Conſume 
Her Carion to the Duſt? 
Did dreadfull Death forbeare his fume 
For Beauty, Pride, or Luſt ? 


The Lover not regarded in Earneſt Sute, being be- 
come wiſer, refuſeth her profred Love. 
O way your Phyſick, I faint no more; 
The Salve You ſent, it comes too late: 

You wilt well all my griefe before, 
And what I ſuffred for your ſake; 
Hole is my hart, I plain no more, 
A new the Cure did undertake, 
Wherefore doe way, You come too late. 

For whiles You knew I was Your own, 
So long in vaine You made me gape, 
And tho' my faith it were well knowen, 
Yett ſmall regard thou took thereat; 
But now the blaſt is over blowne, 
Of vaine Phifick a Salve You ſhape, ; 
Wherefore doe way, you come to late. 

How long or this have I bene faine 


To gape for Mercy at Your gate; 


Uurill the time I ſpide it plaine, 
That Pitie and you fell at Debate: 
For my redreſſe then was I faine 
Your Service cleane for to forſake, 
Wherefore do way, You come too late. 
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For when I brent in endleſſe Fire, 
Who ruled then but cruell hate ? 
So that unneth I durſt Deſire 
One looke my ferdent heate to flake: 
Therefore another doth me hyre, 
And all the profer that you make, 
Is made in Vain, and comes tolate. 
For when I asked Recompence, 
Which Coſt you nought to graunt god wat: 
Then ſaid diſdaine to great Expence, 
It wer for you to graunt me that : 
Therefore doe way, your rere pretence 
That yould binde, that erſt you brake, 
For lo wour Salve comes all too late. 


The Complaint of a Woman raviſhed, and alſo mor- 
tally wounded. 


| Cruel Tiger all with teeth be bleed, 
A bloody tirantes hand in each degree; 

A Lecher that by wretched Inſt was led, 
(Alas) defloured my Virginitie: 
And not contented with this Villanie, 

Nor with thoutragious terrour of the dede, 
With bloody thirſt of greater Crueltie, 
Fearing his heinous gilt ſhould be bewraied, 
By cryeing Death and Vengeance openly : 
His violent hand forthwith, alas, he laid 
Upon my guiltles ſely Childe and me: _ 
And like that wretche, whom no horrour diſmayde, 
Drownde in the Sinke of depe Iniquitie, 
Miſuſing me the Mother for a time, 
Haith ſlain us both for cloaking of his Crime. 
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The Lover being made thrall i Love, perceiueth 
how great a loſſe is Liberty. 


H! Libertie! now have I learned to know, 
By lacking thee, what Jewell I poſleſt, 
When I received firſt from Cupids Bow, 
The deadly wound that feſtreth in my Breſt. 
So farre (alas) forth ſtrayed were mine Eyes, 
That I ne might refraine them back for lo, 
They in a Moment all earthly things deſpiſe, 
In heavenly Sight nom are they fixed ſo. 

What then for me, but ſtill with mazed Sight, 
To wonder at that Exccllence Divine, EO 
Where Love (my freedome having in Deſpight) 
Hath made me thrall, thro' Errour of mine Eyen, 
For other guerdon hope I not to have, | 
My faultring tong ſo baſheth ought to crave. 


The Diverſe and Contrary Paſſions of the Lover. 


Fading my Peace, alas! how loud I Crie, 
1 Preſſed with hope and Dread even both at Ones, 
Strained with Death, and yet I cannot die: 
Burning in Flame, quaking for Cold that grones ; 
Unto my hope, withonten winges I flie; 
Preſſed with deſpair, that breakth all my Bones; 
Walking as if I were, and yet am not: 
Fainting with Mirth, moſt inwardly with Mones, 
Hard by my help, unto my helth not nigh, 
Mids on the Calme my Ship on rock it rones. 
To ſerve unbound, faſt fettred yet J lie, 
Inſtede of Milke that fede on Marble Stones 
My moſt will is, that I do eſpie, . 
That workes my Joyes and Sorrowes both at ones : 
In Contraries ſtandeth all my loſſe and gaine, 
And lo che guiltleſſe cauſeth all my paine. 
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The Teſtament of the Hawthorne. 


1 Haw, whoſe hope is paſt, ens 
I In faithful, true, and fixed Minde; 


To her whom that I ſerved laſt, 

Have all my Joytulneſs refignde, 

Becauſe I know aſſuredly, 

My dying day approacheth nie. 

Diſpaired hart, the carefull Neſt 

Of all the Sighes that kept in Store, 

Convey my Carefull Corps to reſt, 

That leves his joy for evermore. 

And when the ſoy of hope is paſt, 

Give up wy Sprite and ſigh the laſt. 
But, or that wee Depart in twaine; 

Tell her I lov'd with all my might, 


That though the Corps in Clay remaine, 


Conſumed to Aſhes, pale and white; 

And though the Vital Powers do Ceaſe, 

The Sprit ſhall love her natheleſſe. 
And pray my Lives, Lady dere, 

During this little time and Space 

That I have to abiden here, 

Not to withdraw her wonted Grace, 

In recompenſing of the Paine | 

That I ſhall have to part in twaine. 
And that at leaſt ſhe will witfave, 

To grant my Juſt and laſt requeſt; _ 


When that ſhe ſhall behold his Grave, 


That lieth of Life here diſpoſleſt, 

In recorde, that I once was hers, 

To bathe the frozen Stone with tears. 
The Service tree here do I make, 

For my Executor and my Friende; 

That living, did not me forſake: 

Nor will I truſt unto my end, 

To ſee my Body well conveide, 

In ground where that it * be laid. 


241 


a . . K 
* * 
3 ao 


; 242 SONGES and SONETT ES. 


Tombed underneath a goodly Oake, 
With Joy grene, that faſt is bound : 
There this my Grave I have beſpoke, _ 
Forethere my Ladies name do ſounde 
Beſet even as my Teſtament tells, 
With oaken leves and nothing els. 
Graven whereon, ſhall be expreſt, 
Here lyeth the body in this place, 
Of him, that living, never ceſt 
To ſerve the faireſt that ever was 
The Corps is here, the hart he gave 
To her for-whom he lieth in Grave. 
And alſo ſet abont my Herſe 
Two Lamps to burne, and not to Quaint, 
Which ſhall betoken and reherſe, 
That my good will was never ſpent, 
When that my Corps was laid alow, 
My Spirit did ſwear to ſerve no mo. 
And if yon want of ringing bels, 
When that my Corps goeth into Grave, 
Repete her name and nothing els, 
To whom that I was bonden Slave: 
When that my life it ſhall unframe, 
My Sprite ſhall Joy to hear her name. 
With dolefull note and piteous found, 
Wherewith my hart did cleave in twaine; 
With ſuch a Song lay mein ground ; 
My ſprite, let it with her remain, 
That had the body to commend, 
Till Death thereof did make an End. 
And even with my laſt Bequeſt, 
When ſhall from this life Depart, 
I give to her I loved beſt, 
_ My Juſt, my true, and faithful hart; 
Signed with the hand as cold as Stone, 
of him that living was her owne. 


2 pz wo ( Y-»» 


On os > > ff)” MT Spiga >)” 


= RO — 2 


SONGES and SONETTES. 243 


And if he here might live again, 
As Phenix, made by death anew, 
Of this ſhe may aſſure her plain, 
That he will ſtill be juſt and true. 
Thus, farewell, ſhe on live my owne, 
And ſend her Joy when I am gone. 


The Lover in Deſpare, lame nteth bis C oſe. 


A Dieu, Deſert, how art thou ſpent? 
Ah! dropping tears, how do ye waſh? 
Ah! ſcalding ſighes, how be yee ſpent, 
To pricke them forth that will not haſte ? 
Ah! pained hart, thou gapſt for Grace, 
Even then where pitie hath no place. 
As eaſy it is the ſtony rocke 
From place to place for to remove, 
As by thy Plaint for to provoke - ' 
A frozen hart from hate to Love : 
What ſhould I ſay ? Such is thy Lott, 
To fawne on them that force thee not. 
Thus mayſt thou ſafely ſay and ſweare, 
That rigour raigneth and ruth doth faile, 
In thankleſſe thoughts my thonghtes do weare; 
Thy truth, thy faith may nought availe , 
For thy good will, why ſhould thou ſo; 
Still graft where Grace it will not grow. 
Alas! poor hart, thus haſt thou ſpent 
Thy flowring time, thy pleaſant Yeres, 
With ſighing voice wepe and Lament; 
For of thy hope no fruite apperes : 
Thy true meaning 1s paid with ſcorne, 
That ever ſoweth and reapeth no Corne. 
And where thou ſeekeſt a quiet port, 
Thou doſt but weigh againſt the winde; 
For where thou gladdeſt wouldft reſort, 
There is no place for thee aſlinde : . 
Thy deſtiny hath ſett it ſo, 85 
That thy true hart ſhould Cauſe thy wo. 
1 R 2 


v : 8 - . n 1 
5 ' = ff SETS or, 2 
WWW e 
— 1 * F 9 4 a5 N 5 SE 5 

r W. "a" eee SSS 2 — 4 * 24 & 2 
3 E ͤ XT Pf 2 - 

F 7” ly . ̃ 1 7 

= — N ” 

ar LÞ8 

— I 2 N 

2 22 

>: _ a 


Of 


* J * _ 
* 


: PR iu 
7 1 7 Pls” - A 
Ls a — OF, 4 ö Mor att _—— , ou 
MGR ERIE addi ur eo - 42M — ES. 
* © 8 N e n "7 * n R eee x: "EM 
: . . ONS © + N A e * 3 _ </*125;-- 
ä * n wh e * eee . 38s "IF *) - 1 
5 „ W 8 n nd 


} Ie 
PPP — 1 
* Wr. n > — a 
ob OI. " A — 3 
LE * 8 9 IS N N 
* 1 = N SA 
er al ! 
: = « * 


244 SONGES and SONETTES. 


Of bis Maifireſe, M. B. 


If Bayes I boaſt, whaſe 83 I _ 


Such Joy therein I finde, 


That to the death I ſhall it weare, 


To eaſe my careleſſe minde. 


In heat, in Cold, both night and Day, 


Her virtue may be ſene, ? 
When other fruits and flowers Decay, 
The Bay yett grows full green; 
Her beries fede the birdes full oft; 
Her leves ſwete water make, 
Her bowes be ſet in every loft 
For their ſwete ſavours ſake: 
The Birdes do ſhroud them from the Cold, 
In her we daily ſee; | 
And Men made Arbers as they would, 
Under the pleaſant tree. 
It doth me good when I repaire 
There, as theſe Bayes do grow, 
Where oft Iwalk to take the Air, 
It doth delight me fo. 
But lo I 1 as I were dumme, 
Her Beauty for to blaſe, 


Wherewith my Sprites be overcome, 


So long thereon I gaſe. 
At laſt I turne unto my walke, 
In paſling to and fro, 
And to my ſelfe I ſmile and talk, 
And then away I go. 
Why ſmileſt thou? ſay lookers on, 
What pleaſure haſt thou found? 
With that I am as cold as Stone, 
And ready for to ſounde, 
Fie, fie for ſhame, ſayth fanſie 8 
Pluck up thy fainted hart, 
And ſpeak thou boldly like a Man. 
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Shrink not for little Smart, 
Whereat I bluſh and Change my Cheare | 
My Senſes wax ſo weak, 
O God, think I, what make I here, 
That never a word may ſpeake ; : 
I dare not ſigh, left I be heard; 
My lokes I ſlyly caſt, 
And ftill I ſtand, as out were ſeard, | 
Untill my Stormes be >. Abbe PA « 
Then happy hap doth me revive, 
The blood comes to my face; 
A merrier Man 1s not alive, 
Then I am in that Caſe. 
Thus after ſorom ſekeT reſt ; 
When fled is fancies fitt: 
And tho' I be a homely geſt, 
Before the bayes I fit, 
Where J do watch till leaves do fall : 
When winde the tree doth ſhake, 
Then, though my branche be very ſmall, 
My leafe away I take, 
And This I go and Clap my handes, 
My heart doth leap for Joy. | 
Theſe Bayes do eafe me from my bands, 
That long did me annoy ; © | 
For when 1 do behold the ſame, 
Which makes ſo fair a ſhow, 
I find therein my Maiſtreſs Name, 
And ſee her Vertues aner 


The Lover complianeth his NET Love not  requited. 


V THen Pbabus had the Serpent ſlain, 
He Claimed Cupids Boe; 
Which Strife did turne him to great paine; 
The Story well doth prove, 
For Cupide made himſelf much Woe, 
In ſeking Daphins Love. 


1 
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® This Cupide bath a ſhafte of kinde, 
Which wounded many a wight ; 
Whoſe golden hed had power to binds 
Eche hart in Venus bandes 
This arrow did on Phebw light, 
Which came from Cupides handes. 
Another ſhafte was wrought in Spight, ; | 
Which headed was with lead; 
Whoſe Nature Quenched "ian delight | 
That Lovers moſt Embrace, 3 | 
In Daphnes breſt this cruel hed - | 
Had found a Dwelling Place. | 
But Phabus, fond of his Defire, | | | 
Sought after Daphnis ſo ; | 
Hee burnt with heat, ſhe felt * fire, | 


Full faſt ſhe fled him fro : ; 
He gate but hate for his good will, ; 
The Gods aſſigned fo. 

My Caſe with Phabus may compare ; 


His hap and mine are one: 
I cry to her that knowes no Care, 


| Yet ſeek I to her moſt. FT ) 
When I approche, then is ; ſhe gone: 
Thus is my Labour loſt. yn tt'Þ 
Now blame not me, but blame the ſhaft 1 l 
That hath the golden heade; 
And blame thoſe Gods that with their Craft, 15 { 
Such arrowes forge by kinde ; 


And blame the cold _ heavy lead, 
That doth my Ladies minde. 
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I Praiſe of MM. 


15 Court as I beheld the beautye of eche Dame, _ 
1 Of right, me thought, from all the reſt ſhould M. ſteale 
FE OW. (.̃the ſame; 
But er I ment to Judge, I vewed with ſuch adviſe, 
As retchleſſe dome ſhould not invade FP OY 1 55 my 
nd eviſe: 
And whiles I gaſed long, ſuch heate did brede within, 
As Priamus Towne felt not more flame, when did the 
125 chbale begin, 
By reaſons rule, ne yet by Wit perceive I could, : 
That A. face of Earth y founde, enjoy 1180 'e 
| i (ſhoulde; 
And fanſie doubted that from Heaven had Jems come, 
To Noriſh rage in Britaines heartes, while corage yet doth 
| | (blome, 
Her Native hne ſo ſtrove with colour of theroſe, 
That Paris would have Helen left, and M. Beauty choſe. 
A Wight farre paſling all, and is more fair to ſeme, _ © 
Then luſty may the Lodge of Love, that Clothes the 
 ______ (earth in greene; 
So Angel like ſhe ſhines, ſhe ſemeth no mortal Wight, 
But one whom Nature in her forge, did frame 10 — to 
5 | (Spight: 
Of Beauty Princeſſe chief, ſo makeleſſe doth ſhe reſt, 
Whoſe Eye would glad an heavy wight, and Priſon Pain 
| (in breaſt : 
I waxe aſtonied to ſee the feature of her ſhappe, 
And wondred that a Mortall hart ſuch heavenly beames 
| (could ſcape. 


Her limmes ſo aunſwering were the mould of ben 
(face: 


Of Venus Stocke ſhe ſemde to ſpring the roote of beauties 


Grace: 
Her Preſence dcth pretend ſuch honour and Eſtate, 


That ſimple Men might geſſe her birth, if folly bred 
e Debate: 


A 


* 


9 
RY 


5 2 * 1 
n 4 J Cres OLA 5 
2 r 8 . n N bY 8 3 - 11 * 
RR 2 je 4 8 1 5 N r x ha” * 3 ED 2 3 4 1 t FO wy 3 2 _ £16 1 
8 1 8 ra . FFF % 8 . 3 1 2 9 2 
6 OY n Ae . 1 N — , AM 7 Ee” $, ard 2 P PE 3 1 C 1 SS 
E , 2 r 2 rr „ ˙ ˙wU!Uü ⁰ Ä ²˙² VA AVE” n * n N * 4 * 1 4 > <a 2 E 1 
- _ wy 8 * oy 0 1 8 2 * e BEE” . IR, Ch nr SE — 1 1 * by 2 2 2 {Ea 2 I 2 22 
W ** — 2 8 1 7 hs N e > 
r n DOSE TEIN = 4 5" WE FOIED at * r 
1 5 Bee W” 


* 


a 


WAS "x i 


$4 — —ü— — —— — rn on - - —— —— > * — N _ 
7 * 9 W wade. ” l P * K g 5 6 5 - mY - - wy ON IN * . wes "In * * CUE Ow A LRN Ly ern W 

r F Ü— Ü ²—vdw·iimn , ]—ꝓ . ]— uf ! ² . et Se ont, r r A R 2 ON 
28 ” * 5 A W n * . e * o Wann n Eo S * . e n aan 2 r N . 3 Nen MR. £51. 
=. $036, * A 3 N R R * W N "+ g 88 a8 hats ; * * . K 4 Ge hs * r r 92 e a i. ie ae te 2 N + 
En RITA IVE N N. I "IV A ö by Nr N 1 4 2 3 8 2 JA, E's N * 4 9 N * OE” © 08, 5 * 8 Fey 24 n 9 2 5 75 x CRY. 2 of 2 
2 3 LACED n . 1 0 PE. L * x 5 $ ks, 9 . - PO * 4 LA * E «.F * 2 b + 5 n . 1 * Oh, * yo. . Wi \ 5 5 7 N x. wh _ ho” 4; 12 F 4 2 - "Ws. 

. wh NS wr, 1 : . 7 : 2 8 N 5 os) Be 
bs Fr IR * P £ : z- © re * N . n 
2 ; . : % 7 4 > Pr Oe 


Re . . OO =D 
—— IIPE — a 


ES CO SED 
rode phat at 
* 


A . 15 r n 
* ö 
* : 


ONE: 
R 
. 
. 9 * 8 N 7 * * 


i 
— 48 1 
* n 
W. * A * * 


n 


* 


3 
— 
A * beaded » 
* MW a 


. ou En 
RT. * 8 Ea 4 * 


l WO 
R 


* o — *% -_ 
n 


5 * 2 9 +60 * 
+ e PIs > 
a p 


* 


e 


ö 
* 


2 a. 
2 
** 


248 SONGES and SONETTES. 


Her lookes in hartes of Flint would ſuch effectes im- 


A Faradiſe it is her beauty to behold, 5 


| | . 0 (preſſe, 

As rage of flame, not N:Ins Stremes, in Nefors Yeres in- 
F 5 +... Evenle. 
Within the ſubtile Seat of her bright eyen doth Dwell 
Blind Cupide with the Pricke of paine, that Princes free- 
FT: | . (dome ſel. 


Where Natures ſtuffe fo full is founde, that Natures ware 
Wert +: TE (is ſolde. 


An old Lover to a yong Gentlewoman. 

VE are to yonge to bring me in; 

1 And l too old to gape for flies; 

I have to long a Lover been: . 
If ſuch yong babes ſhould bleare mine Eyes; 
But trill the Ball before my face, 5 
I am content to make you play; 

I will not ſee, I hide my face, 

And turne my backe and run away. 

But if you folow on ſo faſt, 

And croſſe the Waies where I ſhould go, 

Ye may ware wery at the laſt, 2 
And then at length your ſelfe orethrou : 

I meane where you and all your flocke, 
Deviſe to pen Men in the Pound: 

I know a = can picke your Locke, | 
And make you runne your ſelfes on ground. 
Some birdes can eat the ſtrawie Corne, 
And flee the lime that fowlers ſett; 

And fome are ferde of every thorne, 

And ſo thereby they ſcape the Net; 

But ſome do light, and never loke, 


And ſeeth not who doth ſtand in waite, 


As Fiſh that ſwallow up the hoke, 
And is begiled through the baite, 


e 


f | But 
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And ſend ſhort homes to burtfull beds 7 25 8 4 * 


3 


But Men canlocks 3 they 3 2 
And be at Price for Nn Ware, nee 1 
And Peniworthes caſt to by good dure wo | 9 
And in eche thing hath Eye and Care: 

But he that bluntly runnes on hed | 

And ſeeth not what the race ſhall bee, 

Is like to bring a foole to bed; 

And thus ye gett no more of me. WON 


The Lover forſaketh his ak Tons : 


Po Are thou froſen hart, and eares'of hardned Steele; ; 
Thou lack eſt Lore to underſtand the greife that I 9 
(did: fele: 2 
The Gods re revenge my wrong with equal Plaguè on thee, 
When Pleaſure ſhal prick forth thy Youth to learn what 
(Love ſhal be: 9 
Perchance thou proveſt now to ſcale blind Cupides hold, 
And Matcheſt where thau maieſt repent when all thy 
(Cards are told: | 
But bluſh not thon therefore, thy betters have done ſo, _- | 
Who thought they had retain'da Dove, when they but 
**  (conghta Crow: 
And ſome do linger time with lofty lookes wee ſee, 
That lightes at length as low or worſe then doth 1 be- 
(tte 
Yet lett thy hope be good, ſuch hap may fall from An 
That thou mailt be, if fortune ſerve, a Princeſſe ere thou 
cM die; ; 


If chaunce preferre the ſo, alas pore Selyman, 
Where ſhall I ſcape thy cruel handes, or ſeke for Suc- 
. Ccour than, 


God ſhild ſuch greedy Wolves ſhould lap in e 
odd 


Lions 
I ſeldome ſee the day but Malice wanteth lane, 


And hatefull hartes Have never hap to wrecke their wrath 
(aright. 


The 
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The Madman is unmete a naked Sword to gide, 
And more unfit are they to clieve that are orecome 
JJͤ eiae. 
I touch not thee herein, thou art a fawcon ſure, 
That can both ſoer and ſtoup, ſometime as Mey oo up 
| FO (the lure, 
The Pecock hath no Place in thee, when thou ſhalt liſt; 
For ſome no ſooner make a Signe, but thou TOY = 
They have that I do want, and that hath thee begilde; 
The lacke that thou doſt ſee in me doth make thy looke 
| | „ (ſo wilde: 
My Luring is not good, it liketh not thine Eare; 
My Call it is not halfe ſo ſweet as would to God it were; 
Well wanton, yett beware thou do no tiring take: 
At every hand that woulde thee fede, or to the frend- 
. | (ſhip make, 
This Councell take of him that ought thee once his Love; 
Who hopes to mete thee after this among the Saintes 
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3 5 ER” 1 85 | (above. 
Zut here within this Worlde, if he may ſhoune the Place, 
Je rather aſketh preſent Death, then to behold thy Face, 
: The Lover preferreth bis Lady above all other. 
3 ſREfen:, you Dames, whom tikeling brute delight, 
2 The golden Praiſe the Flatterers tromp doth ſound, 
4 And Vaſſals be to her that Claims by right, 
4 The tytle Juſt that firſt dame beauty found, 
1 Whoſe dainty Eyes ſuch ſugred baites do hide, 
2 As Poyſon hartes where Glimes of Love do glide. . 
. Come eke, and ſee how Heaven and Nature wrought 
1 Within her Face, where fra med is fuch Joy, 
3 As Priams Sonnes in Vain the Seas had ſought, 
= If halfe ſuch light had had abode in Troy; 
1 For as the Golden Sonne doth darke each Starre, 
1 So doth her hue the faireſt Dames as larre. 
3 Each 
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Each Heavenly Gift, eche Grace that Nature could, 3 
By Art or Witt my Lady lo retaines  _ ; : 
A ſacred head ſo heapt with heartes of Gold; NE 7 = 


As Phebus beames for Beauty farre it ſtaines : 

A ſugred tong where eke ſuch ſwetneſſe ſnowes, £ 

That well it ſemes a fountain where it flowes. | Y 
Two laughing Eyes ſo linked with pleaſing lookes, 


As would entice a tygers hart to ſerve; 


The baite is ſivete, but eager be the hookes, 
For Dyane ſekes her honour to preſerve ;. 
Thus Arundell ſits throned ſtill with fame, ; 
Whom enmies tromp cannot attaint with ſhame. vj 
My daſed head fo daunted is with heapes 
Of Gifts Divine that harber in her breſt̃ 
Her heavenly Shape, that lo my verſes leapes, 
And touch but that wherein ſhe cloudes the reſt; + 
For if I ſhould her Graces all recite, ; 4342" 
Both time ſhould want, and I ſhould wonders write. 
Her chere ſo ſwete, ſo Criſtall is her Eyes, 
Her Mouth fo ſmall, her lips ſo lively red, 
Her hand ſo fine, her Wordes ſo ſwete and wiſe, | 
That Pallas ſemes to ſojourne in her ne'd: 
Her Vertues great, her forme as far excedes, | 4 
As Sunne the Shade that Mortall Creatures leades. 

Would God that wretched Age would ſpare to race 
Her lively hew, that as her Graces rare | 
Be goddeſſe like, even ſo her Goddeſſe Face 
Might never Change, but ſtill continue fair, 
That eke in after time eche Wight may ſee 
How Vertue can with beauty beare degree. 


2K WO "EEE ON . 


The Lover lamenteth that he would forgeat Love, 
and cannot. 


Las when ſhall I Joy ? 
Whenſhall my wofull heart A 
Caſt forth the fooliſh toy | 1 
That bredeth all my Smart? 9 
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A thouſand times and mo 
I have'attempted fore 
To rid this reſtleſs Wo, | 
Which reigneth mote and more. 
But when remembrance paſt, 
Hath laid dead Coales together, 
Olde Love renewes his blalt. g 
That Cauſe my Joyes to wither : : 
Then ſodenly a Sparke + 
Startes out of my Deſire, 
And lepes into my hart, 
Setting the Coales a fire. 
Then reaſon runnes about 
To ſeke forgetfull Water 
To Quench and Clean put out, 
The Cauſe of all this matter, 
And ſaith, dede fleſh muſt nedes 
Be Cutt out of the Core ; 
For rotten wither d wedes 
Can heale no grievous Sore. 
But then even ſodeinly 
The fervent heat doth ſlaxe, 
And cold then ſtraineth me, 
That makes my body ſhake: 
Alas who can endure 
To ſuffer all this Paine, 
Sins her that ſhould me Cure, 
Moſt cruel Death hath ſlaine. 
Well, well, I ſay no more, 
Let Dead Care for the Dead; 
Yett Wo is me therefore, 
T muſt attempt to leade 
One other kynde of Life 
Then hitherto I have, 
Or elsthys Payne and Stryfe, 
Will RS me to my Grave. 
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| Preſents in Dancing, kepes a Comely Grace, 


| Whoſe Woordes whole routes of rankes do rule in 
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ow» 


| Songes written hy N. G. of the nine Rat. 


Tips of Kyng Fove, and Queen remembrance lo 2 

1 The Siſters Nine, the Poets pleaſant feres, 3 
Caliope doth ſtately ſtyle beſtowe, | 
And worthy Praiſes Payntes of Princely Peres: 

Clion in Solemn Songes reneweth all Day, 

With preſent Yeres Conjoyping Age by paſt, 

Delightful talke loves Comical Thaley, - * _ 

In freſh grene Youth, who doth lyke lawrel laſt : 

With Voices Tragicall, Soundes Mz | 

And as with Cheynes thallured Care ſhe byndes. 

Her Stringes, when Terpeſcor doth touch, even then | 
She toucheth hartes, and raigneth in mens myndes : F 
Fyne Erato, whoſe looke a lyvely Chere ; 


With ſemely Geſture doth Polomyne ſtere, 


| (Place, 
Urany her Globes to view all bent, 
The Ninefold Heaven obſerves with fixed face; 
The blaſtes Eutrepe Tunes of Inſtrument, - 
With ſolace ſweet, hence my heavy Dumpes to Chaſe. 


1 . — J N 4 
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Lord Phebus, in the myddes, (whoſe heavenly Sprite 1 
Theſe Ladyes doth inſpire) embraceth allé : 
The Graces in the Muſes Weed delyte, 4 
To leade them fourth, that Men in Maze they fall. 3 


Muſonius the Philoſophers Saying- 


| fo Woorking well, if Travell you ſuſtaine, - 

Into the Winde ſhall lightly paſſe the payne; Fe 
But of the Dede the Glory ſhall remayne;- 8 
And Cauſe your Name with worthy wights to raigne. 
In working wrong, if pleaſure you attaine, 


The Pleaſure foon ſhall Vade, and void as vaine. 
Out 


8 n 1 
; D - 3 n * PR. 
* 4 FCW ZZ - ERS. TERS 2 „„ 
1 EM i 4 > 1 WES 3 bs had be $i” 4. oh 1 8 DO 2 $6 8-4. 2 4. « 
14. oe 25 „„ ͤ TI fs 4 EY PO, SY Sora Fs . s = 15 y 2 
0 94 "Pp Wo * "—_ WR "> * * 
; R IVE RR n ED $5; AS 


4 

. 
„ 
„* 


; 
Yi 
4. 175 #. 1 2 
141 roll * 3 a 
*g 2's ' \-4 4 . == 4 


4 
45 a2 0.08 4 


254 SONGES and SONETTES. 
But of the Dede throughout the lyfe the ſhame 
Endures, defacing you with foul defame, 
And ſtill torments the Minde both Night and Day; 
Scant length of time the Spot can waſhe away. 
Flee then ill ſuading Pleaſures, baites untrue, 


And noble Vertues fayre renowne purſue. 


Deſeription of Virtue, 


m_ 1 keel 66 _ A, 6 PA P55 ke 


Hat One art thou, thus in torne wedey clad ? 
Vertue in Price, whom auncient Sages had. 

Why poorely rayde ? for fading goodes peaſt Care. 
Why double faced? I marke eche fortunes fare. 
This bridle what? Myndes rages to reſtraine. ö 
Fooles why beare you? I love to take great payne. 
Why winges? I teach above the Starres to fle. f 
Why treade you death? I onely cannot dye, 


| | Praiſe of Meaſure- keeping. 5 1 


T HE ancient time commended not for nought; l 
The meane what better thinge there be ſought. | 
In meane is Virtue placed on eyther Side, 

5 Both right and left amiſſe a Man ſhall ſlyde. 
1 | _ fear, with fire hadſt thou the Midway flowne, 
| Fearian beck by name had no Man knowne. 

If myddle Path kept had proud Pheton 

No burning brand this Earth had faine upon: 
Ne Cruel power, ne none ſo ſoft can raigne, 
That kepes 2 meane, the ſame ſhall ſtill remayne. 
The Julie once dyed, to much Mercy ſpill ; 

The Nero (tern, rigor extreme dyd kill. 
How coulde Auguſt ſo many Teres well paſſe, 

Nor over meke nor over fierce he wass . . 
Worſhip not Joe with Curious fancies vaine, | 
Nor him Deſpiſe ; hold right atwene theſe twaine: I 


No 
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No waſRtfull wight, no gredy gutt is prazed, 
Stand largeſſe juſt in egall ballance payde : 

So Catoes meal ſurmountes Antonius chere, 
And better fame his ſo ber fare hath here 
To ſlender building bad as bad to groſle , 
One an Eye ſore, the tother falles to loſſe. 
As Medicines helpe in Meaſure, fo (God wot) 
By overmuch the Sicke their bane have got, 
Unmete me ſemes to utter this mo waies; 
Meaſure forbiddes unmeaſurable praiſe. 


Mans Life, after Poſſidonius or Crates. 


Hat Pathe liſt you to treade? what trade will 


| (you aſſay ? 

The Courts of Plea by braule and bate drive gecie 
| | (Peace away. 
In honſe for Wife and Childe there is but Carke and 
(Care, 


With travel and with toyle enough in fields we Uſe to 


8 | - (fare. 
Upon the Seas lyeth dread ; the riche in foreign Lande, 
Do feare the loſſe, and there the poore like Myſers 

27 (poorely ſtand. 

Stryfe with a Wife, without your thriftfull harde to ſee : 
Yong brats a troble, none at all a mayme it ſemes to be. 
Touth fonde, Age hath no hart, and pincheth 70 to 
| | nye; 

Chooſe then the leifer of theſe. two, ay life, or ſoon to 


(Dye. 


Metrodorius mynde to the Contrary. 


W HA T Race of lyfe ronne you? what trade will 
5 m_ (you aſſay? 
In Courts is Glory got, and witt increaſed Day by Day. 
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At home wee take out Eaſe, and, beake -our {tes in 
ſt: 
The fieldes our Natute do refreſhe with Pleaſures of the 


(eſt, 

On Seas 18 Gain to geat 3 the Stranger he ſhall, be 
Eſteem'd, (haYivg oF, : if not, none knoweth iy 22 
| OI nt e. 


Awyſe will trimme thy houſe, no wyle then art thou 


(free 
Brood is a lovely thing, without, thy lyfe is loo: : to 
(thee. 
Yong bloodes be Stronge, olde Syres i in double (el, 
we 


Ne that Choyſe, no iy feor ſoon to dye, for all is well. 
; * LL 0 Friendſbip.” 


KE all the Heavenly gifts that Mortal Men Com 
(men 
Vhat truſty Treafure i in the Wöeld can Coulltarvaile a 
(friende, 
Our Health is ſoon decaied; | Goodes Caſual, ; light, and 
aine; 
Broke have wee frm the force. of Power and honour 
ſuffer Staine, 
In bodies luſt man doth. cofnatle but baſe brute, 
True vertue grates and keeps a frende: good guyde of 
+ (our Purſute, 
' Whoſe hearty Zeale with ours acbbrdes 4 in every Caſe : 


No Terme of time, no Space of Place, no Storme can 
(it deface. 


When fickle fortune failes, this Knot enduveth Hill. 

The kin out of their kind may ſwerve, when frendes 
ö (owe thee good will: 

| What . Boese tan befall, then one to finde, 


5 Upon whoſe breſt thou mayſt repoſe the Secrets of thy 


(minde ? 
He . at thy wo; his tears with thine be ſhed 5 
with thee doth he joys, ſo lefe a lyfe is led. 


Behold 
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Behold thy frende, and of thy ſelfe the Paterne ſee, _ 
One Soul # Wonder ſhall it ſeeme in bodies twaine to be; 
he In Abſence preſent rych in want, in Sickneſſe ſound, 
ſt, MW Le af ter Death alive, maiſt thou by thy ſure _— * 

| | | me unde. 

ck MEche houſe, eche towne, eche realme by ſtedfaſt Love 
| Ws (doth ſtande 
ou MW Where foule Debate bredes bitter bale in eche — 

| WE | ande, 
to O friendſhip flower of flowers, O lively Sptite of Lyfe, 
e. O facred bond of bliſsful Peace, the Stalworth — of 
| Strife: 


11, Scipio with Leliur didſt thou conjoyne in Care; 4 
Il. At home in Warres for weale and wo, with m _ 
510 & Wy to fare. 
Giſppus eke with Tyte, Damon with Htbias; res 
And with Menetbus Sonne Achill by thee _—— | 
2 | | was 
Eurialus and Niſus gave Virgil Cauſe to fing -- s 
Of Pylades do many Rymes and of Oreſſes ring: 
Downe Theſeus went to Hell, Frith his frende to finde; 
O that the Wyves in theſe our daies wer to their Mates | 


| (fo kynd. 
Cicero the frendly Man, to Atticus, his frende, | 
Of friendſhip wrote, ſuch couples lo doth lot, but 1 | 


Recount thy race now ronne, how few ſhalt thon 2 
| | | | de, 

Of whom to ſay this ſame is he that never failed mee: : 

So rare a Jewell then muſt nedes be holden dere, 

And as thou wilt eſteem thy ſelfe, ſo take thy Choſen 


| (fere: 

no lacke of gold beway les, 

(faith he) for all my friendſhips 
k., alles: 


rhe Tyrant in diſpairs 
28 MW But out, I am undone 


Wherefore ſince Nothing is more kyndly for our kynde, 
Next Wiſdome thus that teacheth us, Love wh the 
1 | (frendly minde. 
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The Death of Zorbas, an Egiptian Aſtronomer, in the 


firſt fight that Alexander had with the Perſians. 


Ow clattring Armes, now raging broyles of Warre, 
Gan paſle the Noys of dredfull Trumpetts clang, 

Shrowded with Shafts, the heaven with Cloude of Dartes, 

Covered the Ayre againſt full fatted Bulles. 

As forceth kyndled Yre the Lyons keene, 

Whoſe greedy Gutts the gnawing hunger prickes : 

So Macedons. againſt the Perſians fair, 

Now Co: pſes hyde the purpurde Soyle with blood; 

Large Slaughter on eche Side, but Per/es more, 

Moyſt fieldes he bled, theyr heartes and Numbers bate, 

Fainted while they gave backe, and fall to flighte : 

The litening Macedon by Swordes, by Gleaves, 

By Bandes and Troupes of Footemen, with his Garde, 

Speedes to Dary, but hym his mereſt kyn, 

Oxate preſerves with horſemen on a Plumpe | 

Before his Carr, that none his Charge ſhould give: 


Here grunts, here groans, eche where ſtrong TLouth is ſpent : 


Shaking her bloudy hands, Bellone among 
The Perſes ſoweth all kind of cruel Death: 
With Throte ycut he roares, he lyeth along, © 
His Entrailes with a Launce through gyrded quy te, - 
HFHym ſmytes the Club, hy m woundes farre ſtryking bowe, 
And him the ſling, and him the ſhining Sword ; 
Hedyeth, he is all dead, he pant es, he reſtes. 
Right over ſtoode in Snow white Armor brave, 
The Memphite Zoroas, a cunnyng Clarke, 
To whom the Heaven lay open as his booke; 
And in Celeſtiall bodies he could tell 
The moving meet ing light aſpect Eclips, 
And Influence, and Conſtellations all; 


hat Earthly Chaunces would betyde, what yere 


Of Plenty ſtorde, what ſigne fore warned Death, 
How Winter gendreth Snow, what Temperature 
In the Pfimetyde doth ſeaſon well the Soyle, 

Why Summer burnes, why Autu mne hath ripe grapes, 
Whither the Circle Quadrate may become, 


Whether 
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Whether our tunes Heavens harmony can yelde, 

Of four begyns among themſelves howe great 
Proportion 18; what Sway theerryng Lightes | 
Noth ſend in Courſe gayne that fyrſt movyng Heaven; 
What grees one from another diſtant be, 

What Starr doth lett the hurtfull fyre to rage, 

Or him more mylde what Oppoſition makes, 

What fyre doth qualifye Mavorſes fyre, 
What houſe eche one doth ſeeke, what Planett raign 
Within this Heaven Sphere, or that ſmall thynges, 
| ſpeake, whole Heaven he cloſeth in his breſt. 

This Sage then in the Starres hath ſpyed the fates 
Threatned him Death without delay, and, ſith, 

He ſaw he could not fatall Order chaunge, 
Foreward he preſt in Battayle, that he might 

Mete with the Rulers of the Macedons, 

Of his right hand deſirous to be ſlain, | 
The bouldeſt bourne, and worthieſt in the feilde; 
And as a Wight, now wery of his lyfe, | 
And ſeking death in fyrſt front of his rage, 

Comes deſperately to Alexanders face, 

At him with dartes one after other throwes, 


With reckleſſe words and clamour him provokes, 


And ſayth, Ne&anaks baſtard ſhamefull ſtay ne 
Of Mothers bed, why loſeſt thou thy ſtrokes, 
Cowardes among, Turne thee to me, in caſe 
Manhood there be ſo much left in thy heart: 
Come fight with me, that on my Helmet weare 
Apollo's Laurell both for Learninges laude, 

And eke for martiall Praiſe, that in my Shielde 
The ſeven fold Sophie of Minerve contein, 

A Match more mete Syr King then any here. 
The noble Prince amoved takes ruth upon 

The wilfull wight, and with ſoft Words ayen, 

O monſtrous Man (quoth he) what ſo thou art, 

I pray thee live, ne do not with thy death 

This lodge of Lore, the Muſes Manſion marre 
That treaſure houſe this hand ſhall never ſpoyle, 
My Sword ſhall never bruiſe that ſkilfull brayne, 
Long gather'd heapes of Science ſome to ſpill ; 


a 
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O how fayre fruites may you to mortall Men 
From Wiſdoms garden give; how many may 
you the wiſer and the better prove: 
What Error, what mad Moode, what frenzy thee, 
Perſwades to be downe, ſent to kepe Averne, 
Where no Artes flouriſn, nor no knowledge vailes 
For all theſe Sawes. When thus the Sovereign ſaid, 
Alighted Zoroas with Sword unſheathed, 
The careleſs King there ſmoate above the greve, 
_ Atth'opening of his Quiſſies wounded him, 
So that the blood down trailed on the ground: 
The Macedon perceiving hurt, gan gnaſhe, 
But yet his mynde he bent in any wiſe, 
Hym to forbeare, ſett Spurrs unto his Stede, 
And turnde away, leſt anger of his ſmarte 
Should Cauſe revenger hand deale balefull blowes. 
But of the Macedonians chieftaines Knights, 
One Meleager could not bear this ſight, 
But ran upon the ſaid Egyptian reok, 
And cutt him in both knees: He fell to ground, 
Wherewith 2 whole rout came of Souldionrs ſterne, 
And all in Pieces hewed the ſely Seg, 
But happely the foule fled to the Starres, 
Where, under him, he hath full ſight of all, 
 Whereat he gazed here with reaching looke : d 
The Perſians waild ſuch Sapience to forgoe, 5 
The very fone the Macedonians wiſht 1. 
He would have lived, King Alexander ſelfe tt 
Demde him a Man unmete to dye at all; T 
Who wonne like Praiſe for Conqueſt of his Yre, 1 
As for ſtoute Men in fielde that day ſubdued, 5 
Who Princes taught how to difcerne a Man, a 
That in his head ſo rare a Jewel beares, | A 
But over all thoſe ſame Camenes, thoſe fame, $ A 
Divine Camenes, whoſe honour he procurde, * 
As tender Parent doth hys Daughters weale, H 
Lamented, and for thankes all that they can, 5 
Do cheriſh hym deceaſt, and ſett him free, p ; 
From dark Oblivion of devouring Death, W 
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Ma rcus Tullius Ciceros Death. 


1238 when reſtleſs rage of Wynde and Wave, 
He ſa by Fates, alas, calde for, (quoth he) 
Is hapleſs Cicero, ſayle on, ſhape Courſe 1 
To the next Shore, and bring me to my Death. 
Perdy theſe thankes reſcued from evill Sword, 
Wilt thou my Country pay ? I ſee myne end : 
So Powers divine ſo bid the Gods above, 
In Citie ſaved that Conſul Marcus ſhend, 
Speaking no more, but drawing from diep hart 
Great Grones, even at the Name of Rome rehearſt, 
His Eyes and Cheekes with ſhowers of tears he waſht ; 
And (though a route in daily dangers worne) 
With forced face the ſhipmen held their teares, 
And ſtrivyng long, the ſeas rough flood to paſſe, 
In angry Windes and ſtormy ſhowers made way. 
And at the laſt ſafe ancred in the rode, 

Came heavy Cicero a land, with payne, | 
His faynted Lymmes the aged Syre doth drawe, 
And round about their Maſter ſtood his band : 
Nor greatly with their own hard hap diſmayde, 
Nor plighted faith prove in ſharpe ty me to breake. 
Some Swordes, prepare ſome theyr dere Lord aflift : 
In lit tour laid, they lead him unkouth wayes. 
If ſo deceave Antonius cruell gleaves, 
They might, and threats of following routs Eſcape : 
Thus lo, that Tullie, went that Tullius, | 
Of Royal Robe and ſacred Senate Prince, 
When he a farre the Men approache eſpyeth ; 
And of his fone the Enſign doth acknow, 2 
And with drawn Sword, Popilins threatning Death, 
Whoſe life and whole Eftate, in hazard once 
He had preſerved, 'when Rome, as yett to free, 
Heard him, and at his thundring Voice amazed : 
Herennius eke more Tyger than the reſt, 
Preſent enflamd with fury, him purſues. 
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Dyſarmed Handes, or pardon aſk for Mede ? 
Should he with Wordes to turne the wrath 


Of th' armed Knight. whoſe ſafeguard he had wrought: 
No Age forbids, and fixt within diepe breſt 

His Countrys love, and falling Romes ymage; 
The Charret turn, ſayth he, let loſe the raines, 
Runne to the undeſerved death mee, lo, | 
Hath Pheebus foule, as Meſſenger forewarnde, 
And Fove deſires a new Heavens-man to make, 
Brutus and Caſius Souls, live you in bliſle ? 

In Cafe, yet all the fates gain ſtrive us not, 
Neither ſhall wee, perchaunce, dye unrevenged. 
Now have I lived, O Rome  ynough for me; 

My paſled life nought ſuffreth me to doubt: 
Noyſome Oblivion of the loathſome death, 

Slea me : Yett all the Offspring to come ſhall know, 
And this Deceas ſhall bring eternal Life; 1 
Yea, and (unleſſe I fall, and all in Vaine: 

Rome, I ſometime thy Augur choſen was) 

Not evermore ſhall friendly fortune thee 

Favour, Antonius, once the Dy ſhall come, 

When her dear wights, by cruel Spight thus ſlaine, 
Victorious Rome {hall at thy hands require: 


Mle likes ther while, go ſee the hoaped heaven. 


Speche had he left, nd therwith, he, good Man, 

His throat prepard. and held his head unmov'd. 

His haſting to thoſe fates the very Knightes 

Be loth to ſee, and rage rebated, when 

They his bare Necke beheld, and his hoare heares ; 
Scant could they hold the teares that fourth gan burſt, 
And almoſt fell from bloudy Hands the Swordes; 
Only the ſterne Herexnius, with grim looke, 

Daſtards, why ſtand you ſtill? he ſayeth, and ſtraight 
Swaps of the head with his preſumptious yron, 


Ne with that ſlaughter yet he is not filde : . 


Foul ſhame on ſhame to heape, is his delight, 
Wherefore the Handes alſo dorh he of ſmyte, 
Which durſt Antonius lite ſo lyfely paint. 

Him yelding, ftrained Ghoſt, from Welkin hye, 


With lothy Chere Lord Phabus gan behold, 


. And 
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And in black Cloud, they ſay, long hid his head. 


The Latine Muſes and the Graces they wept, 

And for his fall Eternally ſhall pepe: 

And lo, here piercing Pitho, (ſtrange to tell) 
Who had to him ſuffiſde both Senſe and Wordes. 
When ſo he ſpake, and dreſt with Nectar foode 
That flowing tong, when his wind pipe diſcloſd. 
Fled with her fleeing frend, and (out alas) 

Hath left ther Earth, ne will no more returne ; 
Popilius flieth ther while, and leaving there 

The ſenſeleſs Stock, a griezely Sight doth beare, 
Unto Antonius boord with Miſchiet fed. 


Of M. T. Cicero. 


OR Tulle late a Tombe I gan prepare, 

When Cynthie, thus, bad me my Labour ſpare: 
Such maner thinges become the dead, quoth he, 
But Tully lives, and ſtill alyve ſhall be. TT 
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Age 4, I. 14, for Worſhit, read Worſhip. I. 16, for Blairing, r. Bla- 
ſing. p. 6, I. 8, f. Hethe, r. Helthe. p. 7, 1. 5, f. Kent, r. Hent. 
1 1.8, f. Rejoyng, r. Rejoyſing. l. 12, f. Reſcet, r. Reiceck. p. 9. 1. 37; 
1 | f,, Teaſe, r. Ceaſe. p. 12, I. 8, after Grene, r. Court; f. trove, r. hove. 
= I. 31, f. holes, r. holbes. p. 12, I. 14, f. laſe, r. leefe; f. clere, r. deere, 
P- 15; I. 5, f. encchyfe, r. chiefe. l. 24, after uo, r. 10 J. 26, f. inſult, 
r. injuſt. p. 17, 1.13, f. ſhew, r. then. p. 20) 1. 2, f. Peace, r. Place. p. 
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—_ I. 32, f. ie, r. m. p. 35, 1. 16, f. aſſaure, r. aſſaute. p. 45, 1. 13, f. 
_ wens, r. Merry, p. 48, f. we, r. me. p. 50, f. his, r. her. p. 51, 1. 17, 
f. me, r. that. p. 58, 1. 11, f. Macil, r. Marvel. p. 59, 1. 12, after none 
r. end. |. 13, dele lend. p. 66, I. 6, f. others, r. Ot hes. p. 67, 1. 28, f. 4, 
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